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GATHERING } ARBUTUS., 


BY EMMA M. M. CASS, 

What time the tair, green-kirtled Spring 
Plaung ber rich stores and blessomy crown 
| pon the Gplande, bare and brown, 

When soath winds ‘gan their whispering, 
And raced and wandered up and down 


The broad, free downs, from dawn till dusk, 
We stole from out the haunts of men 
Kigbt bilthesome children vnce again — 

To ecent the mouwntalo-roses’ musk, 

Ané cull wild Gowers in wood and gien, 


We plucked the sweet arbutus flowers, 
‘Neath genial san aud tender shade 
Her pe soch wondrous music made, 

leaid, “ Sach heaven-born bilss as ours, 
Can never blight, dear heart, or fade |" 


She vowed a tender vow that day, 

This maiden —coyest of coy maids - 

W here dwelt theee waxen blooms — in giades 
W here sunbeams ecarce!y e'er did play— 

She, blushing, gave berecif away! 


—_——_— 


DAVY CROCKETT. 


ON THE TRACK; 
on, 


The Cave of the Counterfeiters. 


BY FRANK CARROLL, 


avTuoR oF “THE HEIR OF GLENDALE,’ 
* JOHN PASSMORE 5 PLOT,” ETC. 





CHAPTER IV. 
NED GORDON’ sTORY, 


The men started on hearing this name, 
ted th t the country as one 

of Tennessee's moat worthy sons, the 
prince of hunters, whose prowess with the 
rifle had gained him the reputation of a 
Nimrod, and whose exciting enoounters 
with wild beasts, and map a 

had 


ment to thousands of his 3 Snel 

They were indeed so surprised, an their 
eyes so engaged with the face of the re- 
nowned hunter, that they failed to notice 
the hidden form revealed by bis move- 
ment. 

Tim Hall, noticing their pre-ocoupation, 
quietly « d bebind Crockett, picked 
up the o and replaced it upon the 
table, all unnoticed by them. 

The hunter stood with the easy assur- 
ance of one who, without undue vanity, is 
yet aware of his worth, and possessed o 
that commendable pride which is based 
upon service rendered, instead of upon 
empty show. 

** Who's the man you're after?” asked 
Crockett. ‘* Reoollect, strangers, we're a 
quiet lot of people down here; but we are 
apt to get our backs up if we're aggra- 
vated.” 








**It's not me that would like to aggra- 
vate Colonel Crockett,” said one of the 
officers. ** We are officers from Louisville 
in pursuit of a man who has broken jail. * 

** What's the wane name ?” 


** Edward 

“The deuce! Ned Gordon, hey! I 
heerd something of this. He made free 
with a bank, or something of the kind, 
didn't he ?” 

“That ia what he was acoused of. He 
was knocked down and five thousand in 
gold taken from him. But the bank sus- 
peoted thet it was a plan between him and 
the robbers, and arrested him on suspi- 
cion.” 

** And what was their proof ?” 

** Nothing, except that he bad bean seen 
talking to a well-known thief, only a few 
days before. They kept him in jail await- 
ing proof. 

- And that didn't quite suit his idees ?” 

*“*No. He dropped out the window one 
fine night and made tracks. We came 
down here to look for him, knowing that 
this is bis native place." Stee Soe 

* That's the story, hey ? And you kinder 
tho he was in this house ?” 
know he was bere. I saw him not 
two hours ago, and his brother has jast 
left here. Do you know the penalty for 
concealing a fugitive from the officers of 
the law?" He now addressed the host. 

‘I know about this much,” replied 
Hall. 
catamounts, and if you don't take your 
ne? faces out of my sight, I'll light on you | 

ty oy on a hogs back. Jilast your 
os you your rope, jist to see 
You're the first 


“g 't harbor thieves and ¥ bonds, 
and I won't harbor police. Git's word. 
I'm feeling kinder wolfish, strangers, and 


his ** You'd better 
take good advice, my friends. If Tim 


not safe to play with.” 
** All right,” replied the officer. “* Our 
is that is 


ve no further occasion to a. a Mr. 





**I know you're a cuuple of Pe mace | 





if 
_ d have found him.” 
Hall once gets his beck up, there will be | 


| 
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‘* WELL, I'LL BE SHOT, IF HERE AIN'T WoRK! 


4 


‘* Your body guard!” said the officer, 
inquiringly. 

‘Yea; Old Whirlwind, who is wath a 
troop of ‘horse. Come in here, old coon- 
hunter, and show yourself,” he said, open- 

the door and giving a shrill whistle. 

‘his signal was followed by the advent 
of astrongly-built, shaggy hunting dog, 
whese torn ears and generally dilapidated 

poke him the hero of man 
a contest. Yet he came frisking in wi 
all a dog's gladness to enter forbidden 
places, and sprang upon his master with 
an effusive affection that almost over- 
tarned him. 

** There, boy, that will do. Down, you 
rascal; do you want to upset old Davy? 
That's more than the bar could do to-day ; 
hey, Whirlwind? Now, folks, there's a 
clean track, and no snags in the way.” 

euuee nan eins to have met you, Mr. 

to see you again be- 
_ we retarn,” Leh one of the strangers. 

** Seems to me I ain't in Congress now,” 
answered Davy 

** Colonel Ovockett, I meagt to say,’ re- 
plied the officer. 

** Well, that’s a handle that I often gots. 
If it's bar meat that you are after, I'm 

our man. Call on me at Crockett's (lear- 

g, four miles t'other side of Sharksville, 
and I'll give you a bit of as pretty sport 
as ever a backwoodsman seod. 

“And git out of this now,” cried the 
host in a violent tone. ‘I kin chaw up 
and swaller six sich men any day afore 
breakfast, and if you don't git—” 

What terrible threat Mr. Hall was about 
making was lost in the slamming of the 
door behind the retreating officers, who 
evidently thought discretion the better 
part of valor. 

Davy stood, with his chin upon the muz- 
zle of his rifle, looking at his host with an 
amused glance. 

The latter lapsed into silence as scon as 
the door closed upon his intrusive ene- 
mies, not finishing the threat he bad 
begun. 

*“* Where is he?” 
mark. 

** Who ?” asked Mall, turning with some 
show of surprise. 

“Who! Why, Ned Gordon. Who the 
thander do you think I mean? 

‘Didn't you jist bear me say that I 
didn't know nothing about him?’ I aint 
“a in runaway jail-breakers.” 

*‘Now, just shut your wind-bor, Tim 
oe and don't try your gammon on me. 

a think it’s a Louisville policeman 

are talking to now, or a man that's fol- 

- ter's trail for miles by the 
bark?” 

mee What do you mean, Davy Crockett ? 
You don't see no signs of Ned Gordon 
about here.” 





was Davy’s first re- 


** Look at Whirlwind's ears, Tim ; them's 
signs of old friends about ; and when you 
Oe PE ae. Sek lay it on quite 

It weren't natural, boy, no more 
than a woman's face when she's spread it 


| yon wen 
“I don't a nothing about him, 
hed been here them fellers 


“Them fellows!” said Lavy, contompt- 


| wously. ‘* Do you want to put them on « 
trail ofme? Weill soon see if 
evident, so we | I know « bars paw from a ter's claw. 
Why, man, I've trailed ridy Injuns 


twenty mile on a stretch, without balf as 


men turned and walked toward good 


fur the boy, or agin him?” 
anxiously. 
** I'm for the ” answered Orockett. 
I always took to the lad, and will yet if 





DAVY CROCKET 


he's straight. 
thief, he's crossed clean ont of my books, | 
Where is be, Whirlwind’ Find him, | 
‘he animal rose from the corner in | 
which he had stretched himself, and walked | 
gravely across the fluor. 
Approaching his master, he looked in- 
telligently up in hia face. The latter 


patted him on the head with akindly touch. | 
| it myself, bat these fellows had treated 
The dog's next movement was toward | with some kindness, and I conld not in- 


* Fetoh him, Whirlwind,” he said. 


the table, where he took a corner of the 
cloak in his teeth, —_ with a jerk, pulled 
it again to the floo 

“I knowed 20," " anid Davy, vd haw 
“If them fellows bad eyes they'd have 
seen tg your little game, Tim.” 

The fugitive raised himself from his 
constrained position, and smiled upon the 
bound, who appeared to recognize him as 
an old acquaintance. 

** Come here, Ned Gordon,” said Crock- 
ett. ‘* You know me, let me see if I know 


ou,” 
, He laid his brawny hand on the shoulder 
of the fugitive, holding him at arm's 
lengthy and gamba with a piercing glance 
into his eyes. 

This silent soratiny was continued for 
several minutes, without a word being 

It was po easy matter to endure 
pm t fixed, stern glance, that seemed as if 
it would pierce through all the disguises of 
the flesh, and master all the secrets of the 
soul within. 

Yet the other endared it withoat quailing 
Once or twice his eyes fell, bat, as i* 
seemed, more in modesty than in cop 
sciousness of guilt. 

‘Bit down, Gordon, I want to talk to 


you,” said Crockett, releasing him, and 
drawing up a chair for himself. 
**T thought one time you were going to | 


make a man,” he ovntinued. ** You come 
of d stock, and you've got a brother 
that's a credit to the woods and that knows 
all the virtue of a rifle. Bat you got ina 
bad gang, and went back on your promixe. 
I dropped you then. I want to hear you 
for yourself now.” 
**T have only got to say that it would 
have been better for we if I had followed 
your advice and example," replied Gordon. 
7 Bat I was young then, and wild. 
learned sense since.’ 


MURBDER, SURE Ab > Le 
4 


But if he's Leen playing | amount of silverware and jewels stolen. 





I have | 


T’s DISCOVERY. 


na! 
+ ’ 


. 


I tried to give warning of thia, and came 
near getting « bullet through me for my 
pains, 

‘Was that the Price and Ward rob- 
bery ?" asked Crockett, 

o Yes.’ 

** | was in Congress at the time. 
was a large reward offered.” 

** It etill stands, I might have tried for 
me 


There 


form on them. I got away from them 
soon after that, and made my way west. 
There 1 did some work for a gentleman 
who took a fancy to me, and got me the 
bank position which I held in Louisville. 
1 was there out loose from all the old 
crew, and tried to build up a new record, 
Bat it is bard to leave your old life behind 
ou. ‘There is nothing dogs a man’s life 
ike old faults.” 
‘Bo you were found again.” 





“Yea. I met Jack Henderson one day 
in the street. He instantly ized me, 
and held me in con ti by threat 





ing me with exposure.” 

“ Which you were fool enough to give 
in to? 

**I don't know if it was foolish, I was 
trying to make a man of myself, and did 
not dare to defy him. He even proposed 
the scheme of which I was ascoased, to join 

with them ina pretended attack at sume 
| time when I bad a large sum of woney in 
j hand. This I indignantly refused. The 
| conseqnence was, that | was knocked down 
j}and robbed a few days afterward, forta 








| natel when I had not much money.” 
| sbould think five thousand dollars 
| weren't a bad lift,” said Hall. | 
** | often carried mach larger amvunta, | 
jsaid Gordon. ‘‘ However, my old life | 
came up against we once more. I bad 
| been seen talking with Henderson, and 
| was arrested and put in prison on sun | 
| picion.” 
“And why didn't you wait and take your 
| trial like a man ? i 
convict you.’ 
There was nothing to clear me in pub. | 
lic opinion. I could never bave held up| 
my bead again. [hese wen had broken | 
faith with me. I waa determined to give 
them up to justice —and as I got weary of 
| waiting in prison for atrial, and feared that | 





‘here was no proof to | 


His inquisitor again bent upon him a | I would lose all trace of them, I ovncluded 


scrutinizing glance. 
** I've been wild myself,” he said. 
is no crime. It's hard to tame young bluod. 


Have you been honest? That ix the ques- | the truth.” 
tion.’ 
** As I am a living man, I have done no- | that,” said Crockett, rising. 


outside of honesty.” 

‘“*] hope that’s so, Ned Gordon. I al- 
ways bad a sort of taking for you, till you | 
got in company that my honesty couldnt | 
afford to keep. Drop it out now, the whole | 
story, clean. Where have you been, and | 
how have you lived, and what do you | 
know aboat this robbery? I want astraight | 
story, Ned, or I'll not lift a hand to help 
me ‘**T wouldn't try anything else with Davy 
Crockett. I would be tri ap in a) 
dozen words. That Jack raon has 
been my a. He led the way in 
all sorts of 
by getting me mized up in an sflair that) 
would have sent the whole of as to prison, 
if we had not flown. Yet I had no idea at_ 
the time that anything more than a wild | 
joke was intended. When I got north I 
went steamboating, bat he found me, | 
brought me into his gang, and so guarded 


bat [ was conversant 


scheme of thieving, partioalar, 
ake padipaltcnaeliadiaionss 


‘* That 


| more than I know. 


to take leg bail.’ 
ph that all, Ned?” 
“Yea; I have not spoken a word outside | 


" { didn't want « word from you for 
** Honeaty 
dwells in a man's eye, not on hin tongue. 
i saw it in you before I asked you a yues- 
tion. Give me your hand, Ned. Any man 
that tries to live up to my motto, isa frieud 
of Davy Orockett «. 

“ I told you he were square,” 
ina tenced teinengh. 

“All right, Te 
a It ain't treed yet. 

Ned? Fresh / ‘ 

“Hather. I jadged that the north was 
getting too hot to hold them, so strack | 
|} down here. I have not seen any sign 
yet, worth mach ; bat I think they are not 


seid Hall, 


Bat the games jist 
Hows the trail, 


here, and finished | far 


“Dm with you on the homestretch ; and 
think maybe I kin belp in nosing out the 
trail. I seed a fellow down this way last 
week, that was one «f Henderson's old 
cronies, or I've lost my eyesight. 

** Where was that / 

** Out bere toward the Shakes. Theres) 
a bole down there somewhere, that these 
fellows bunks in. What's their game, is | 
There's a bit of gam- 
bling going on at a little down on the | 
Minions _ Bat there’ bs tener game | 





WHO 6 IT, WHIBLWIND, ®©8) ©? FOr Kuow omer" 


played in this hiding-place. I don't know 
jint what.” 

* Thank you for the information, I will 
try my Inok at finding out before the aun 
ia a day older.” 

**Cautionsn, Ned. They know you. Bet- 
tor let me, or Kob, or some of ua try.” 

“You, or Rob! Neither of you could 
anymore deal with the tricks of sharpors 
than a bear can play ont old Whirlwind 
there. Trust me that I know how to man 
age them, and to diaguine myself.” 

** Go abead then, my boy, if you're sure 
you're right.” 


OHAPTER V, 
WHIRLWIND ON THE SCENT. 


The fugitive, by the advice of his host, 
left the house before :laylreak, after taking 
a few hours sleep. He moved with great 
cantion along the bash lined fence, and 
entered a piece of woodland at the extremi 
ty of the village, sure that he bad escaped 
the eyes of his pursuers, even if they were 
atill on the watob for him. 

Crockett bad left the house a short time 
before, with his rifle upon his shoulder, 
and bis dog at his heel«, making hia way 
toward the village of Wilson's Corner, the 
eaphonio name of the scene of the aboot 
ing match. 

“*T intended to take a abot myself, for 
the honor of old Tennessee,” he said to his 
host, *‘ bat the fact is I got on bar sign yes 
terda , and nothing would sait Whirlwind 
bat ge take atramp after bar-beef 
He was a big fellow, Tim, and savage an a 
eatamount, when I backed him ap agin a 
big spruce down yonder by Ike Burke's 
shanty. If it hadnt been fur the doy hed 
took a mouthfal or twoout of my shoulder 
Bat Whirlwind took hin eye jont as he was 
goawing at my gun-stock, and I socked «tt 
inches of ould steel in him afore he could 
gweta better bolt It wana game of nip 
and tng, sare enough. It cheated me ont 
of my shot on the fat ox, bat Ive made it 
up in bar grease 

While Hall waa looking with admiration 
upon the daring hunter, who #o nonchalant 
ly related an adventare in which he had 
evidently ran fearful risk, and narrowly 
escaped with life, the latter whistled for 
hin dog and setofl at aswinging pace down 
the road that led eastward from the village 

It wan the same direction which Kobert 
Cordon bad taken a few hours before. The 
| banter strode on, ata pace that made little 
of distance, whistling as he went, though 
bis eyes roamed from side to ride and 
noted every featare of the road, with a 
keen cention born of hia life in the woods, 





barking violen The next  -;~ 
ing him comin 
darted back, barkin 
It was evidently invi 
mentous discovery ahead. 
It was now near dawn, 
the other extremity of 
light broke over the 
— 1 to the g 


it revealed the dog, ga fe 
some object in the bark 
~~ he AEF 
Another minute and he was on the spot, 
and looking down upon the prostrate re 
of a man, as death in the face, 
the grows ander his head was crimeoned 
with 


blood. 

** Well, [ll be shot, if bere sin't work ! 
Marder, sure as thander! Who is it, 
Whirlwind, boy ; do = know him ?" 

The dog anaweved by licking the face of 
the rate man. His master leaned for- 
ward to take a close look at the features. 
He started back instantly, with a flerce 
erolamation. 

**Rob Gordon! Hy all that's bad, bat 
this is a pretty piece of work. If he ain't 
been shot in hia tracks, I'm a sinner! And 
if somebody don't smart for this Ill give 
up bar shooting 

Hy this time he had the insensible form 
in his arma, and wan carryiag it, with the 
strength of a giant, to where a tiny brook 
babbled across the road. 

“If there's a man in Tennessee that 
I've a liking for, it's Bob Gordon. The 
handsomest fiynre, the neatest dancer, and 
the best finger at the trigger going. He 
wey woes than a hoss, he waa a steamboat, 
and the man | built on to All my place 
when I dropped oat. And now here's 
nome cursed yaloot finery) and _— him 


‘or anythin 

[Sa n keep a. wa, v4 ‘my Byont wet 
the rp 4 man dashed the back of bis 
hand acroas hia face as if ashamed of sach 
womanly woaknenn. 

“A bullet don't fly thongh withoat a 
rifle, and a« rifle don't shoot withont a 
finger at the trigger, and the man that 
owns that finger bas got to be ten foxes 
inside of one akin if he lives long to brag 
of thin.” 

He bad by this time reached the rivalet, 
and stooped over the water with his bur 
den. The cap had dropped off, and the 
hair of the apparently lifeless man was 
matted with blood. 

**Ile's not dead! Ho's good as ten dead 
mon yet!” shouted Crocketi, as he pro 
ceeded to wash the clotted blood from the 
hair, and noticed a clear red flow ander 
the dark mass he had removed. 

** Hast it, it's only a soratoh after all, 
and here me frighted out of sit months 
growth,” he cried, in joyful aecenta, as be 
parted the abundant hair, and revealed his 
“seratoh” in a long, red channel, where 
the ballet had plongbed ita way across the 
skull, grazing the bone for a length of 
several inches. 

“The lad's stanned, that's all,” be con 
tinned, as be finished washing the wound, 
and proceeded to draw the ed together 
with a sticking plaster with all the skill of 
an erperionoe ool surgeon. 

He now carried hil senseless barden 
just inside the wood, and laid bim down 
tenderly on a conch of long grans, hia bead 
supported on a bank of green mons. 

* Watch him there, Whirlwind, lad, and 
don't let a fly tonoh him, I moat go on to 
the next bouse, and bring back a horse, or 
nome other sortof help. He's too heavy 
to carry far, and I consider ite baif a 


mile, anyhow, so here goes for help 
The doy, an if anderstanding oket wns 
maid to him, stationed himeaelf beside the 
prostrate man, with an expremion of 
wravity that would have changed on the 
instant to savagenons, had any one suaght 
to meddle with the grave charye which 
had been entrusted to him. No foot, 
either of man or beaat, could safely von 
ture to approach the wounded man till 
Whirlwind should be released from his 
comtiitanton 
Hin master was not long absent. He 
had found a house « short distance in ad 
| vanee, and returned with the huouseholder, 
whe Lroaght « horse attached to « rude 
vehicle, on which to convey the woanded 
man 
The jarring, springleas character of this 


where be dispated dominion with larkiny 


apd ferocivan beasts. 

His pace soon brought him within the 
borders of the woodland, of which we have 
already spoken. It was an dark here still 
as at midnight, and he went on with di 


| minished speed, his keen gene tracing 


every curve and hillock of rough road 
The dog, which had been walking sab 
misnively athis heels, now gave a slight 
bark and dashed eagerly forward, disap 
pearing at once in the darkness 
Crockett whistled loadly for bim, bat in 


vain, the animal paid no attention to his | 


recall 

** What is it, Whirlwind, boy’? Not ber, 
sure nor painter, and Ill swear you 
wouldnt jamp that way at venison. Theres 


something odd ahead, for I ve tried the dog 
at everything, from coon tw elk, and he 
never acted jist that way 

Holding bie rifle at « trail the woodaman 
| dashed abead, Leedliess now of the dark 
nees and the difficulties of the road, ant 
ious only to discover the meaning of the 
dog's sudden eacapede. 

In a few moments he heard Whirlwind 


conveyance seemed to have a good ¢ fect 
upon its occupant. Hefore reaching the 
house he was observed slightly to stir, and 
he opened hia eyes as they were lifting 
bim from the vehicle 

They carried him tenderly into the house 
and deposited him apon ea bed, his eyes 
continaing open, and gesing with a vacant, 
bewildered glance, that showed that his 
sontes were yet wandering. 

** The best we kin do ia to let him alone, 
said Crockett “Hes beginning to come 
to, and its my noteen that bell be all right 
inan boar Im going back to see if I 
ean find sign of the fellow that done it 
Id sooner score bis shin with a piece of 
lead than shoot a dozen bar 

Calling the dog, he proceeded down the 
road to the spot in question. It was now 
fall daylight. The sun was peeping above 
the eastern verge of the horizon, through 
a thin veil of painted clouds, and gilding 
the tree-tops with a warm lastre 

Countless birds in the grove had aroased 
to the fact that a new day had come npon 
the world, and were twittering and carol- 
ling their weloome to the advancing light, 
making the alr melodious with their in- 
pumerable strains of woodland music. 

Bat these sights and sounds had, just 
then, no charm for the senses of the re- 
nowned hunter, alive as he usually was to 
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all nature's beauties and influences. He 
hed work in hand too stern te permit any 
lees vitel demand to claim bie attention, 
and trod resolutely on, all beedless of the 
birds and the dewn 
* Lay there, Whirlwind! ee ane 
be movements of the " 
Tal oes ood ters ag wun Joe 
claws. Do hear me, sir? y there! 
When I've trying my eyes, you kin 
try your fons,” 
The in 


stood his 's intention, coiled hinmeelf 


with « fall head of lightish colored hair 
lis intercourse with light Angered gentry 
had, however, tenght him one lesson, ase 
fal im his present oriaia, how to change bis 


BE STAT 
pared | a thie before bia ee 
“Fis hed changed slothes with hie friend 


Hall, sed was now sitired in 6 suit of 


E 


beast, as if be eodee. | plsis Remoapan, mach the worn See wens, 


| with far cap and the other easentials 
He had alae borrowed « rifle, that neces- 


in o heap by the roadside, and, save for an | « wild western costume 
oocamonal 


restless movement, seemed to | 


bave lost all interest in the proceedings. 

Crockett 
roed, his eyes keenly noting every indice 
tion of its surface, every aspect of the 
surrounding fields and woods. 

* This shooting must have been about 
midnight,” he said to bimeaelf, ‘ jadging 
from the time Kob left Tim Hall« Theres 
been nobody over the groand since bat 
me There onght to be some sign 

Jast where he was the roed was wo 
hard to retain the marks of footsteps 
Bat near where be bad found the body it 
grew softer, and his heen glance noted the 
track of feet in the path 

“Two sete of feet, by the powers of 
old Betsy!" he cried. “ And not side by 
side, bat atop of one another, The fellow 
with the narrow foot and light step went 
first, and the flat-bottomed |.«4 come 
after I know that foot I've seod it 
many 3 day op the track of deer and bar 
1 could swear that was « hanter's atep if I 
saw itin Chiny. Thats lob Gordon, and 
now who owns the flat-boat fout 7” 

He continaed onward till pest the apot 
where Hob had been found, examining 
the marks as he went, and extending bis 
search for abouttwo bundred yards within 
the border of the woods. 

* There, that will do,” be said, comin 
to a halt, ‘It is jist what I expected. 
Two seta of feet here, one out and one tn. 
Rob Gerdon t down, light as a deer, 
and old flat come after, sticking to 
the fence side till he come inside the wood, 
and thea stepping vul bold. 
Bob's trail going out, thats eartain, lat 
where his wes point this way, he's stepped 
heavier and wider, Ii bet a cow he 
tracked Kob to Tim Hall's, and then eome 
back bere in a burry and laid for bim. 
He didn't take the road back after he shot, 
that's plain 
woods, or the feids 
out to see if hed killed Lis wan 
him drap, and then slid Linself 

While thus suliloqguiszing, Crockett was 
carefully looking for rome more decided 
marke than the ill defined tracks iu the 
daat from which be had derived such eract 
information He found them at length, 
where the assassin Lad stepped in the edge 
of a diteb that ran beside the road. It was 
dry now, but had recently ovntained water, 
and ite bottom was still rather muddy 
There were five or mit well defined steps 
im this soft ground ere the person bad 
regained the dry level of the road. Crookett 
bent over and examined these marke with 
the utmost attention, noting their every 
peculiarity. 

**Neemese to me,” be continued, ‘* that 
we wantea man that weare a Lovot twelve 
inches long and four wide, with a deep 
heel and sit pails in it, and a pateh on the 
inside corner of the right toe, He's about 
sia feet from top to toe, for here» where 
he stumbled and dropped vver, aud theres 
the marke of bis stumpy flagers in the 
UD CO Me 
it on the litte tinger of the left hand 
Thats what tore up the mud where he 
jerked ont his fingers, So much to begin 
on. Now lets see his ambush 

Crockett proceeded to the lair where, 
crouched like a wild beast, the assassin 
had lain hidden, waiting for bie viotiuns 
approach. It was a nest of bushes and 
long grass, which bad been broken down 
and levelled with the groand by the heavy 
body which had waited there, perhaps for 
along Ume, in expectant ferocity 
trail of the fleeing assassin was plainly 
visible to the trained eyes of the bupter, 


Nor he didnt come 
lle seed 


eautionnly down the | and which 


He must have took to the | 


The | 


leading back through the grass of the) 


feild bebind him. At « abort distance, 
however, there was a apace of hard, stony 
ground, destitute of grass, and unsuitable 
to retain any marks from passing feet. 

* There's no use to strain my eyes any 
further. Lill try the dog ® nose now The 
fellow basnt been after plunder, thats 
eartain. Ite « grudge thats ailed him, 
and be hadnt the heart to wind up bis 
work, Weve only got to saroh through 


Keb Gordon # enemies, and they re not) 


many. Come, Whirlwind 

The dog bad borne its long enforced 
penanoe with evident tmpationce, aud had 
failed to retain the dignified obedience 
with which it bad firet heeded its masters 
commands, Without ersctly walking, it 
had managed, bya sort of wrigglog mo 
tion, to approsel: much nearer the point of 
interest, dropping again tuto stillnens at 
every backward glanoe of its master 

It needed then no second call to bring it 
to his side, but with one quick bound was 
{rinking and waging lightly around him 
glad as a year-ok! pup at its releare, 

* Por shame, Whirlwind, said Crockett, 
reprovingly, ‘1 thougbt you were above 
all sieb capers. Come, now, paul your howe 
to Unie epot, and see what it swella of 
lley, boy, have you gut it I thought re, 
off be goes, lhe a deer with a bullet in his 
tail. 

The dog had taken the scent in an in 
etart, adel of om the trail, with a 
mood that tared the swift footed hunter to 
keep pace with Straight over the stony 
ground It went, turning eastward at sone 
distance ahead and tracking the felis in 
the direction of the village of Wilkons 
Corner 

Just before reaching bere it re entered 
the roed. The scont here had not lain well, 
aud hed been further lost under the many 
feet which had already traverse.) that part 
of the road, early as the hour yet was 

Bat Whirlwind was ne common dog He 
led the way, slowly but surely, inte the 
village, and straight toward the tavern that 
formed its centre, on whose porch « bam 
ber of men were gathered, apd within one 
of whose rooms the inspiring sound of « 
Bddle was andilie > 

the door-step of this house, 
Wanietel locked up imtelligeatly into his 
master's face, then oviled himself ap into 
a Leap aed lay down beside the doorway 
with the air of a dog who i» proud of bav 
ing dome his full duty. 


CHAPTER VI 
THROUGUR THE SHAKES 

Bat we must follow the adventures of 
Ned Gordon, the fugitive. After leaving 
Tim Halls house he planged deep into the 
his way, by aid of his old 
kaowledge wooderaft, readily in the 

dir ati be d 4 A 
Jt was bis intention to seck the river vil- 
by Crockett, as « resort of 





sity of any oge who wore the hunter's garb, 

be needed to provide him 
with food d bis jourmey throayh the 
forest 


With some ipeonsiderable interrn) tions 
there was a belt of forest stretching from 
where he stood to the Misslesippi, a dix 
tance of about twenty miles. This was the 
primeval forest of the region. The are of 
the woodeman had sever yet levelled its 
majestic, centuries old trees. The rifle of 
the hunter had not yet succeeded in de 
stroying 
m a home in these forest shades 

It was the haunt of the black bear, and 
of that dangerous, catlike animal, the 

ther, though the deadly enmity of the 

nters had greatly reduced the numbers 
of both these animals. Deer roamed here 
in considerable nambers, and elk might 
occasionally be found, thongh they had 
moatly been driven off by the crack of the 
death dealing rifle 

Of smaller game, animals and birda, the 
woods were fall, The raceoon, the opos 
som, the rabbit and squirrel, and many 
species of edible birds, dwelt here in their 
original numbers, while the streams which 
traversed the region abounded with exoel 
lent fish 

It was no hardship then for a man skilled 
in woodoraft to be thrown with empty 
pouch and empty stomach into the beart 
of this forest. He but needed means of 
kindling a fire, a charge in bia rifle, or a 
fishing line in bis pocket, to be able to pro 
vide himaelf, on short notioe, with a meal 
of the most nourishing and palatable 
obaracter 
| (bordon crossed several country roads in 
bis progress, and pamed near a namber of 
settionents and isolated clearings, tut 
concluded to keep to the wooda, which 
could be followed in an unbroken line 
westward. He feared to take the road 
lest he might stamble om his pursuers, 
who were possibly still abroad. 

A few miles took bim beyond the circle 
of settloments, and he now planged into 
the heart of the woodland, en here 
only by an occasional clearing. The da 
was about two bourse uld when he passed, 
at a short  istanoce, the cabin of bis friend 
Crockett, which stood in the centre of a 
small clearing, a good sized but radely 
built frame building, sarrounded by a fow 
acres of farming land, which bad been 
cleared and planted by the stardy bands of 
the redoubtable Davy 

He left this at nome distance to one aide, 
as he feared to arouse some of the nu 
merous dogs with which the banter had 
surrounded bimmelf 

Hie was now in the heart of the wood 
land, outaide the borders of civilization, 
companioned only by the numerous small 
forma of life that made thin seene their 
habitation, and that were too emall and in 
significant to be distarbed by the hanting 
fraternity while nobler game abounded 

‘Thies walk throug the oo!l-roken forest 
| was nol an easy & paanege as over the 
paved avenves of a city ‘he surface wan 
uneven, and covered with fallen loaves 
and twigs, with here and there a bongh 
which had been rent bodily from ite stem 
by tempest or lightning. (ooasionally 
some monster of the forest lifted its roota 
in great ribs above the surface, or a fallen 
tree made necessary «a wide detour to on 
cape its hindrance The wood was generally 
open, with large, majestic tranks, but 
here and there a dense thicket had aprang 
up in some old, deserted clearing, or where 
at rm bad broken ite way throngh acres of 
the forest, rending in twain trunks which 
had borne the vicissitudes of a century's 
storm and oalm Lhene, too, 
necessary a ciroultous course, and his ad- 


the abundaat animal life that 


mente added to the effect of his of 
countenance, and helped to disguise . 
Oombing bis hair t down over his 
fo and drawing bis fur cap down to 
the level of his eyes, be threw u 
rifle over tle shoulder proceeded on 
his course 
For @ pumber of miles be walked 


am om pars to shoot « grey equirrel | 
thet chatte ot hie trem thean ot inte 
over 


of an oak, and which be 
shoulder to serve him for diaper. 
The woods now grew thicker and less 
passable. Numerous deceyiag tranks im- 
bie way, and cosasional da foreed 
te pass round their y grown 


veral miles of this diffeult ground 
broaght him to the borders of a roca of 
water wide enough to deserve the name of 
a lake, The wooded border of its oppo 
nite sile was visible at « distance of, ap 
parently, some two miles, while in the 
porth and south directions no traces of its 
limit could be seen. 

Ile was in the heart of the region cele 
brated im this district ander the eupbo- 
nious title of the Shakes. This title was 


appropriately given in signification of an | 


earthy aake which had oocurred there some 
ten years before, and which had expended 
ite principal fary on thie # be 


in the bar-room to wateb events. He was 
not aliowed to sit long im quietness, how- 
One of two parties bad gathered 
round tables and produced carda, and 
Qmesing themesives with « quict 


| with a rade effort at 


“Poker, of course. 
other | 


. 
rit of "the 
game,” anid the gambler, imaipuatingly 

gentiomen. Ili own up 
to that. Whats yer stake?" 

** A dollar anty, that'll break no man.” 

“ It's a bit too steep for my pile. How 
somever, I'll in. I always was o bit 
lucky with the keerda, and I guess I won't 
come much oat of pocket.” 

The game, thus instituted, proceeded 
brinkly, the dollars abanging hands with 
pom: hd rapidity, but with an even- 
| mess of distribution that kept any one 


The decaying tronks which had = | from losing mach. 


impeded his way were those of trees whi 
had been barled prostrate by this terrible 
force, and the lake, on whose borders 


now stood, filled a cavity where the earth, | 


| with all ite weight of forest trees, had 
sunk bodily, leaving a vast depression to 
| be filled by the overflowing waters of the 


| ing ground, and the locali 
| of thowe daring feats w 


river. 

There was no place in the State more 
frequented by bears and other wild beasts, 
and hence ithad become a celebrated bant- 
of the most of 
had made the 
name of Crockett famous throughout the 


| the spot well, 





| 


| 
| 


| 


| 


The present oocupant appeared to know 
Proceeding to a amall cove 
on the aide of the lake, he drew a dug.ont 
boat from a acreen of bushes, and, paddle 
in hand, commenced a pessage over the 
liyaid obstacle that otherwise would have 
forced a circuitous route of many miles. 
The sun beamed down with oconsider- 
able warmth on the open water, and hia 
manpfal striving with the paddle bronght 
the perspiration in beaded drops to 
his face, ere he finished his passage and 
touched with his boats prow the green 
mantle of the woods on the other side. 
Ablation in the cool water of a rivulet 


Bat a spectator woald have known, by 
their nals to each other, that the two 
ap of the traveller fancied that 
oe canght « 

leading bim skilfully toward the pitfall of 
an empty pocket. 

For awhile they even allowed him to 
win, til) he was some twenty dollars ahead, 
deploring their ill-lack with abundant 
oaths. 

“TM go « V. on that,” said one of the 
ie at length, as a vew band was 

ealt. 

“TL cover it and go an X. better,” cried 
Gordon, slamming his money violently 
down. 

The other appeared to attentively ex- 
amine bis band. 

** Here's twenty-five better, That makes 
a cool fifty. Do you see me, stranger, or 
shall I rake down pe 

“Not if I knows myself,” said Gordon, 
laying down his cards, and opening his 
pocket-book. ‘‘I ain't flash, lads, but I 
can make my bet good, and tonch your 
mark. Heres to see you. Whats your 
hand?” 





**Ace full That sweeps the pile, I 
reckon ," and he extended his hand to 
draw in the stakes, 

That cow won't 


reen hand, and were | 


(Jan. 10 1874 





$e 





The nose was not straight, but it was 
| delicately shaped. The im: mouth 
| wae always either bewi 
| seriously sweet. The brown rand eyes 


with her an- 





(became Mr. L ‘ d 
bes matters, rin = inde oak 
the people that My. L Estrange, who hoped 


to be retarned for the county at the coming 
| election, found in David Gower a man of 

oa power and inflaence, and cultivated 
| him acoordingly. All that was known of 
| his parentage was that his father, who was 
now dead, bad been a Preslyterian minister. 
| David became a great favorite at the 
| Hall, and nearly everybody called him by 


his Obristian name; it seemed to come #0 _ 


naturally, perhaps because be was so siwple, 
honest, and st tforward in his wa 
And so it was t Gertrade Me! 
my to stay at her uanole's house, 
taken it into ber wilful little head that no- 
| thing on earth would please ber but to ride 
» = pony every day of her life over 
the fields and roads with David Gower. 

_* Really it is not proper,” objected Mra. 


* Pooh! old David ia like « father,” re- 
lied her husband. ‘* Let the obild alone ; 
t does her oe 

And she was ‘‘let alone,” after a brief 
remonstrance from her aunt, to which she 
replied, *‘I don't care to ride roperly, 
with a groom behind me. And I mustn't 
hant; bot David often goes over hedges 
and ditches, and that is what I like. fre 
all right, Aunt Ellen!” 

So over hedges and ditches Misa Ger- 
trade went to her heart's content—but not 
to David's—-for he became so dreadfally 
alarmed for that pretty, slender neck, that 
it was a great relief to him when she 


**oroas country’ riding, and took to likin 

quiet canters down lonely lanes; aud sti 

better when she grew tired even of a 
canter, and their horses walked slowly side 
by side, and long, long talks beguiled the 
flying hours, The fairy beanty of the 
frosty morning, the roar of the forest trees, 


gradually became leas and less attached to | 


sprang from David's side, while the two 
girls tarned and 


Devid. “ Never mind ; they Rot nee 
us—erxaelly; and you were leeking for 
Bat nian 0 busted “good-night,” 





errand, and they were searching together 
when, suddenly and sweetly, the first 

of those midnight bells broke upon their 
earn. 


** Hash !" Gertrade had softly said ; ‘it 
is Christmas morning.” And lifting ber 
oS had met there an expres- 

which sent a quiver of joy through 
every vein. She was tarning again to her 
search, when, taking ber hands, he hed 
said, tenderly, ** At I may wish yous 


bape? Christmas, child.” 
words had but left bis lips when 
that sonnd of stified langhter told they 
| were discovered. Gertrade's cheeks were 
' burning when she reached her room. 
**And yet, why should I care?” she ar- 
gst. **David and I will be engaged 
fore long.” And she clasped her Eases 
together with a little arous re, as 
she stood dreaming in red fire-glow. 
Bat the next | passed, and the next, 
and David was 1 silent, while Eva and 
Mary Vere teased her unceasingly. Then 
cawe a great pain unto Gertrade's heart, 
and fear that, after all, perhaps, he only 
cared for her as the “ lithe one,” and she 
should have to go away into the wide, 
dark, <iesolate future, without the love of 
David Ciower. 
a fibre of her young heart was thrill- 
ing with the sharp pangs of dying hope, 
| when one day Eva, mentioning her going 
| away, said more seriously than usual : 
| ** Well, Gertrade, and when is your en- 
| gegement with Mr. Gower coming out ?” 
Smarting under the wound sv rough! 
tonched, she turned round, and cunpeted, 





that here prattled down, soon removed the ** Hold your level, hosa. 
traces of exertion from bis face, without jamp. llere’s« four tens for you, and the 
an he satisfied himself in the liquid mirror | pile’s mine.” And with a dexterons move- 
affecting the embrowned hue which bis | ment Gordon swept up the money and 
akin had taken, | etuffed it into bis pocket. 
Recuring the boat, be songht an open "By , you never got that hand fair,’ 
spot, and building bimeelf a fire of dry | said his antagonist, jamping up in a fnry. 


the bare branches that would bud again in | ‘‘ Don't talk such nonsense, Eva! If you 
r) -time, the dead-leafed earth, which | think lam going to marry a common far- 
only slept, had fer them eloquent teach-|amer like him, you are wonderfully mis- 
ings; voices that spoke low, and near to | taken.” 

their hearts; until strange silences used to| ‘* Ob, I beg your pardon, dear,” replied 
fall between them, as they rode side by | Eva, langhing, and some one calling her in 
side through the wintry land. | the hall, she ran ont of the room. 


ing savory odors, as it roasted whole over | 
the yaick fire, depending from an impro- | 


| twigs, soon had his dressed une yield. |‘ Piank down that money, or here goes a 


hole through your hide.” 
Ballets for two, if it’s bullets!" cried 


vised tripod of forked sticks | Gordon, springing up and raising his rifle 


With the appetite engendered by his 
late exertion t 


to his shoulder. *' You've done nothing 


oe made short work of his | bat cheat, blast you, and you cant stand a 


woodland meal, and was soon on his way | bit of your own game. ’ 


again westward. 

His tread had yet some of ita morning 
brinkness, yet the onward way waa more 
dificult than that which he had traversed, 
bemg broken by ravines and gulches, 
filed oocasionally with stagnant water, 
forming some of the minor results of the 
rending force that had excavated the | 
lake. 

The tatien tree 


too, were herg thgaw, 


| down in great swathes, that looked bhlB the 


work of « giant sickle that bad passed with | 
& broad aweep through the woods 

They were grown over with bashes, and 
festooned with clambering vines, from 
which depended purple banches of wild 
grapes, till the scene of desolation and 
ruin had grown intoa temple of woodland 
life and beauty. | 

Hut it was weary work making way 
through these clostering obstacles, and 
Ned Gordon was a very tired man, as, an 
hour before nightfall, he emerged from 
the forest depths upon the banks of a great 
stream that ran in majesty and grandeur 


rendered | forever southward 


He stood on the shores of the Miasia- 


vance was greatly delayed by these na. | sippi, that mighty stream on whose broad 


merous impediments 

But the woodsaman learns to adapt his 
tread to the inequalities of the ground, 
and his quick glance notes trouble afar 
off, and enables him to so shift his course 


| oraft, the precarsors of the myriads of 


as to meet with little delay from fallen | 


tree or thicket 

Ned Gordon bad gained bis knowledge 
of the woods ander the training of Davy 
Crockett, with whom, aa a boy, he had 
often sought the lairs of the wild beasts of 
the region. This training now retarned to 
him, and stood him in good stead in bix 
long and difficult journey 

The sun waa two or three hours biph 
when he, at length, stopped to rest, and to 
discuss the lendhess which bis considerate 
friend had placed in his pocket. He cal 
culated on his rifle for future provision, 
nntil, at least, he shonldagain reach the 
borders of civilization 

A amall brook ran near where he 
stopped, and served bim for wine cellar, 
lavatory and mirror, He put it to use for 
the latter ae after he had finished 
his frugal mea 

A curious ground squirrel, which cronch 
ed, half affrighted, on the limb of «a neigh 
boring tree, saw with surprise this intruder 
draw from bia pocket a sharp steel instru 
ment, and tu a moment his abundant hair 
was falling in great flakes to the ground 

tie did not cease antil his bair was cut 
rather close to bis head, and all the glory 
of its clustering locks had vanished Then 
drawing from bis pocket a small case of 
bottles be proceeded to anoint his remain 
ing heir with a dark-colored fluid. In « 
few minntes the inquisitive squirrel saw 
the bionde hair of the stranger assame a 
dark, almost black hue, in odd contrast to 
his florid complexion. 

Avother bottle, however, provided him 
with the means of changin ia, and from 
light he became dark in face, hands and 
neck, until, bat for his features, he might 
have been eateemed a mulatto. His hae 
was much like that of the brown barned 
skin of the woodsaman which his garl de 
clared him. 

The third act in this drama of transmi- 

tion was to draw from his pocket a 
lack, woollylooking mass. This, pro 
perly arranged, and adjasted on his near! 
smooth face, and the fugitive was fit 
with a fall pair of brown whiskers, fixed 
on by hidden springs so closely that they 
seemed to have grown there 

lass, from ber perch on the tree, was 
= overcome by this last phase of trans 

guration. There was certainly something 
supernatural in the process that could 
ebange one man inte another, and she ran 
briskly of, anxious to settle the momentous 
qnestion over the kernel of an scorn, 
which sabe knew just where to find 

The fugitive himeelf, on looking down 


| which, conpled with his own 


‘some four miles, a severe strain on limbs 


j 
| 


} 


bosom oven at that early date, the flat-boat | 
was being replaced hy the steam impelled 


noble boata which have since ploughed its 
waver 

It was now, though, in pristine qniet and 
beanty, the anbroken forest lining either 
shore and the stream flowing on in an- 
roitied grandeur, save where it swirled 
round a projecting headland, or eddied by | 
some stem of a floating tree which had be 
come lodged in the shallows. ! 

(iordon'’» route took him down the 
banks of the stream, which here turned | 
with a broad sweep to the west. He bad | 
received precise directions from Crockett, 
previous | 
knowledge of the locality, enabled him to 
proceed with great confidence toward the 
goal of his jonrney. 

His walk in this direction extended 


already overwearied with exertion. It! 
ended at a village which ocenpied an open 
apace on the banks of the river, can 
which a long pier, extending ont into the 
stream, betokened that it bad its share of 
the abundant river traffic, 

Brownstown, which was the pame of 
the aspiring village, contained some fifty 
houses, all built of the abundant material | 
that grew so profusely around. Its prin- 
cipal basinens was as a wooding place for 
passing steamers. Yet the country back 
in this direction was more open than that 
throngh which Gordon had come, and con- 
siderable produce reached here to be abip- 
ped to the New Orleans market | 

It held ita inevitable country store and 
tavern, with a sprinkling of other places 
of business, and was famed throngh all the 
country round asa haunt of gamblers and 
deaperadoes, who made the steamboat 
passengers their prey, and this one of | 
their places of carousal over their ill-gotten | 

ains. 

The Kine Boat Inn, at which the travel. | 
ler stopped and boldly ordered agen, 
bore anything bat an enviable repu 
Ite principal guests were black! 
»srofeasional duellista, though with them a | 
Yoel meant usually a cold-blooded mar. | 
der, for the majority of these bullies never | 


listen 
offered fight till they had a decided advan- | to rove; be missed something from the | as each whispered, “Is it a ghost ’" They | mother's forebodings during the day. . 
eyes, yn > P-L 
| of darkneas—for a land of darkness and 6 


» on however, of the character of | 
the den into which be had obtruded, Gor 
don stretched his legs in the bar-room, and | 
rested himself while he was waiting for 
the arrival of the supper honr. 
been curtly told that if be waited for an | 
hour supper would be ready for all handa. | 
There were about a dozen persons pre- | 
sent, none known to him, and the most of | 


| to you ’" 


. | it, had found the group at the fire. 
and | hand was ready to meet that of David | ture gallery. 


“If you're not right I'm a donkey,’ 
cried a new voice. ‘‘ Drop your pistol, 
Hill, it's a fair sell, and the man shan't 
plank a cent while I'm on hand.” 

The voice strack Gordon familiarly, and 
he raised hia eyos to see, gezing directly 
into his face, his dangerous associate of 
old, and the man of whom he had come 
here in search, John Henderson. 
ar nent, Commence 


(Te he continued in lin No, 23, 


—_—— —_— 


ONE WHITE LIE. 


Withont, the wide park was growing 
rapidly dark beneath the curtain of gray 
clond which, hiding the winter sunset, was 
fast overspreading the sky 

Within, firelight already glowed warmly 
in the long pictnre-gallery; and as the 
fitful gleams fell on the — wall, 
faces of dead L/Estranges shone ont with 
andden life. She had curled herself ap 
comfortably on one of the broad window- 
seats, and pressing her cheeks against the 
cold glass, watched for what was best 
known to herself. Soon she became a aub 
ject of speculation among the merry group 
whom she bad deserted ; who bad clustered 
themselves ronnd one of the large fires 
which biazed at either end of the gallery. 

** Gertrude, why are yon sitting ont in 


| the cold r” 


** Gertrade, have we offended you ’” 

** Mias Melville, de come back.’ ' 

** Gertrade, what are you looking at?” 

**Miss Melville, shall I come and help 
our 
. Bach were the quedions they tossed 
over to ber, bat few of them were an- 
awered. Only now and then ashe fired 


wildness had departed, she was softer and 
gentler. Until Mr. LEstrange triampb- 
autly inquired of his wife whether David 
Gower bad done any harni. 

** No, anless she bas fallen in love with 
him.” To which ber wise husband replied 
with a laugh of contempt, ‘In love with 
him? Why, my dear, /j:vid ia not the 
sort of fellow girls fall in love with, I can 
tell you.” 

Kat Mrs. L'Estrange might be sapposed 





| to know a little more about the matter than | 


|he did. She knew a very short road to a 
| woman's heart, with which David Gower 
in all anconsc 1 to be very 
well acynainted ; and that was, a gentleness 
of manner, and an aig of protecting 
strength, which made you tarn to him in 
trouble, and feel ready to face any danger 
by hia side. Therefore, when this change 
came over Gertrude, her aunt felt mach 
relieved to think her visit was nearly at an 
end. 

Bat alas for the ‘‘little one!” She 
crouched down in her corner by the fire, 
and gazing on the face of her “* particular 
friend” as he talked with the others, kept 
saying over to herself with a miserable 
despair, ‘Only a week more! Only a 
week more! 0, cannot, cannot go 
away!” And she repeated aload, ‘I can- 
not, and I iii not!’ 

*“O, dear me, Gertrude, what an awful 
little witch you are!" exclaimed Eva. ‘‘ She 
in talking to herself in a most dreadfal 
| manner, Mr. Gower.” 

Poor Gertrude grew crimson to her fore- 
head, and in another moment tears would 
| have blinded her frightened eyes, for 








Somehow Gertrude was changed. Hor 


It was the library they were in togethor. 
Dark with the snowy day, and heavy onr- 
| tains, draping the deep bay-windows ; but 

the fire-light was pleasant, and the two girls 
| had sanntered in, attracted by its warmth. 
Gertrude was a great deal too restless to re- 
| main there by herself, and was slowly 
| Crossing the room, when she suddenly be- 
| Came aware of a gentleman in one of the 
, windows. Her heart turned sick and cold 
as she saw the face of David Gower. 
| “Oh, David, David!" she exclaimed 
recklesaly, and stretching out her hands 
toward him, *‘I did not mean it! indeed, 
I did not mean it!" 
| He made no reply ; did not even turn 
his face toward her, but in the expression 
of every altered line she knew without 
| doubt, that he did indeed love her, and 
| covering her face with her hands, she 
| burst into a passion of tears, 

Presently some one spoke; bnt was it 
| David's voice, so choked and changed? 
| Yet it was a tender, sorrowful one. 
| ** Don't ery, Gertrade—never mind.” 
‘Ob, David!" she said, lifting up her 

face in an agony of supplication, * forgive 

me; indeed, I did not mean it !” 
| ‘Child, child, don'tery so; you are for- 
| given.” 

Tender as the voice was, she felt all hope 
| was past. Was it likely he conld believe 

she did not mean it? Her tears > 
and she was still now from very deapsir. 
| Gently he led her to the fire, making her 
| sit down ; then taking her nerveless hand 
| in his, and telling her to think no more 

about it, he turned quietly away, and left 
the room. Gertrude saw him no more. 








twelve bantering remarks were add 


sistance saying, 
you! They dare not, if I protect you.” 
Gertrude geoovered herself and laughed, 
“IT waa talf asleep, I think,” she said. 
** Firelight does make one so sleepy. Eva, 
it must be time to dress for dinner.” Bat 
she did not look up or to him who 
was standing by her And as the 





back a sharp one: ** What does it matt 
“TI shall get cold if I like.” 
** Leave me alone!” 

And wo after a time they did, and their 
langbter and gay voices rang unheeded on 
her ear. Sbe never stirred, or moved her 
eyes from the white carriage-road, which 
grew less and leas distinct every moment. 

Now the wind began to sigh and moan 
through the huge branches of many a forest 
king ; and a flake of snow came fluttering 
down with a wavering, lingering motion, 
followed by another, and another; until 
the air was full of them. Then, through 
the rising storm, Gertrade's ears canght a 
sonnd of horses’ hoofs coming along at a 
rapid, swinging trot; her heart leaped up, 
and the color deepened; while a light, not 
of the dancing blaze, shone in her dark 
brown eyes. She strained her oy through 
the thickening snow, and the last glimmer 
of daylight showed her a man on borse- 
back at the door below. -Then she made a 
andden movement, as if she would join the 


| others, bat a second thohght stopped her, 


and she returned to ber o tion; bat 
the eager eyes were satisfied, and the ear 
was strained now to catch that footstep 
with anch music in its fall. The door 
opened and it was there. 

** Ab, Mins L Estrange, bow cheerful you 
look! How do you do?” 

A tall man, with broad shoulders and a 
deep voice, with a strong Scotch accent in 
Every 


Gower. 

“Gold? I should thinkso' A regular 
snowy Obristmas.” And then his eye began 
circle round bim. 

**(ertrnde,” called Eva L’ 
‘*here's your ‘ particalar friend.’ 
ont of the cold, child.” 

His bright bine eyes lightened, and went 


Come 


He had | straight as an arrow to the place where she ‘Hush! murmured Eva. ‘ Well, I 
| mever !" 

| “Is be making ber an offer?” asked 
Mary Vere. ; 
| There stood Gertrude, in her white 
| dress, with both her hands in David Gow- 


was sitting. then be followed them. 
“In the cold?” he said, and his voice 
softened exquisitely. 
Mayn't I watch the 


‘them dressed with a loud gentility, and | snow if I like?” 


—s a show of jewelry, which seemed 
coscomitants of their ocenpation of ** gen- 


into his ready-made mirror, was surprised tlemen handy with the keerds.” Here 
retarped 


at the face that 





| 
' 
i 


| 

threw off restraint, drinking nm ~ty~ | 

ing pistols and knives with a blue | 
bravado. 


| get Case aout, maveaer Ome 


and seated himeelf again | 


“I'm not cold. 

** No, little one. Oome to the fire.” 

And sabe came. ‘A little one” indeed, 
beside bis height and breadth. 
fi t 


it ts like. = 
regular featares; bat 
upon, thought David 





circle broke up, she went soberly away 
with the other girls, leaving him thoughtful 
| and silent, with the gentlemen by the fire. 


seemed to have fallen upon David Gower, 
and be sat through the long dinner almost 
in silence. His eyes were always wancder- 
ing down the table to where a light figure 
in a white dress, with variegated holly in 
her hair, sat on the other side. Now and 
| then, he saw how her eyes seemed to search 
for his, from which, when they had found 
| them, they dropped or turned away in 
| sweet confusion ; and some one, speaking 
| to him after one of these glances, was 





strack by the radiant smile that lit up bis 
grand, good face, making it positively 
handsome. 

The evening came to an end—Christmas 
Eve, and the ladieg had retired. Eva 
L,Eatrange and her Friend Mary Vere were 
chatting together in the latter's room, until 
| Eva, looking at the clock, and finding it 
| two or three miuutes to twelve, proposed 
| that they should listen for the hristmas 
| bells before going to bed. 
| ** Then, let us come into the gallery. 

The windows look right on to the charch, 
and we can open a shatter.’ 
So they went--in their y a - 
army 


wna, with their bright r 
ders, looking almost like angels 

of long ago, as they glided antil 
they reached the folding-doors of the pio- 


One was balf and a faint glimmer 
| from the turned 


Pps 
| that which made them catch their breaths 


| had nearly tarned and fled, when their 
becoming more scoustomed to the dim 
| light, beheld, not a ghest, ya. - 
| , all in black--David Gower, in 
fact, with Gertrude by his side. 


| er's, but there was no sound of a word; 
| and so deep was the silence that softly as 
bells upon the night breeze, came 


f 


to her at once; bat David came to her as- | 
‘They shall not tease | 


| A very deep fit of thoughtfalness indeed | 


Sil is golden when its sweet elo- 
quence falls between hearts sure of each 
other ; golden when it tells what words 
| are weak to say; but death, when its dark 

pall drops over absence and misunderstand- 
| ing. To Gertrade it was a slow, gnawing 
n, eating away all her youth and fresh- 
| ness. She was athome. Her father was 
an artist, her mother, Mr. L Estrange’s 
sister, an elegant, high-bred woman, who, 
| in an hour of youthful enthasiasm and ro- 
| mance, linked her fate with that of the 
| handsome artist. Children and poverty 
were the result. 

A small, pretty villa was their house ; an 
| easy distance from London, and on the 
| eatate of Lord Westerleigh, whose agent 
| was rather too particular at the tenants’ 
| rents to please Mr. Melville. “I shall go 
| abroad,” he often threatened. ‘‘ In Italy, 

that land of art, the inspiration of genius 
| will never leave me.” 
| But he never went—idling on at home, 
| doing a pictare now and then, while his 

difticnities yearly inoreased. These Mrs. 

Melville had struggled thus far to keep 

from her brothers knowledge, and pre- 
| vented her husband from writing to him 
| for help, by working herself for the money 

——— to come from him. For Mr. 
| L’Estrange had been strongly opposed to 

her marriage, propbesyi 
|the result. As it was, very 
guessed a little how things were, for Ger- 
trude always returned from her yearly 
visit laden with gifts. Mr. Melville was in 
one of his threatening moods when she 
came home this time. The Christmas bills 
were rolling in fast, and he told her that 
she had seen the last of Eden vale, for that 
pay to take them ail to Italy. 
Gertra SS Sas thers was 
| nothing bat everywhere, an 
heavily did it lie on her o 

mother thought she was ill. Then 
| roused herself, to help with the little ones, 

; to talk art to 

father in the evenings; and to to 





- 


: 
! 


| great gulf lay between her and David 
| Gower. There was no voice or hope any- 
| where ; and only increased dreariness came 


| Then came the sweet spring da when 
the birds seeming to catch faint echoes of 
| “ Triumph songs of Heaven,” 

| shook out of their little throats floods of 
| rapturous masic. And the promise of the 
year fulfilled iteelf in dreamy, balmy sam 
mer. Then, when all was brigh pens i 
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died—and at the Park, too, where he had 
come for the shooting. He had been an 
unmarried man, and the estate and title 
went to a distant vousin. What the new 
Lord Weesterleigh was like was a subject of 
er interest to bis tenants. Mr. Melville 
ovly hoped be would turn off that fellow 
Laken, the agesfi—for if not, be should 
certainly inform bis lordship that be could 
not remain « tenant any longer. Mrs 
Melville only hoped there would be a lady 
at the Hall at last, and Gertrade neithe- 
thought nor cared anything aboat it. 
There was a grand funeral, and the new 
lord was present ; those who saw him, des- 
cribed bim an a tall, big, yonngish man, 
but the Melvilles did not see him. He re- 
mained two days at the Park, and then 
went away antil the following January, 
when be was coming back to take up his 
quarters there permanently. 
On one of these two days Gertrade saw 
a ghost. She was wandering through Wes- 
terleigh Park engrossed with her own sad 
thoughts, and was only recalled to external 
things by a low, savage 
hand. Looking up, she found herself near 
to a herd of cattle, and a b brown ball 
tossing the mud yh ~ _ 
head low, his ng, with every in- 
tention of coming at her. With a cold 
feeling of terror at her heart, she looked 
conedl odie for some way to escape. At 
a short distance there was a hedge and a 
stile, and that was ber only chance, but 
she was so frightened that she felt her 
limbs would never bear her so far. The 


bellow close at 





| the dark evening. Not many words 





** And what can I do for you?” 

Tears rushed to her eyes and she looked 
down to hide them, but he must have seen 
them, for he turned round, and stirred 
the fire to give her time. Then she told 
her story, with a red flush of shame on her 
brow 

** My father mast leave, I know, and we 
must live differently ; bat if you will tell 
Mr. Laken to take the man away, he shall 
have the money by the end of the week.” 

Lord Westerleigh did not reply at once ; 
he walked backward and forward twice. 

** 1 am so ashamed,” he said at length, 
*' that such a thing should have been done 
in my name, I will walk back with you, 
and set it right. I am very, very sorry.” 

Gertrude made no reply. It was she | 
who felt ashamed, for be whom she had 
called a ‘‘common farmer” was Lord Wea. | 
terleigh, and far above her—#o far that he 
had evidently quite forgotten any affection 
he might once have bad for her, and « 
bitter pang was making itself felt in ber 
heart as ihe saw in hie calm, unembar- 
rassed manner no sign of the love that had 
once been hers. 

So they walked back together through 


between them, and Ge © tried to rea- 
lize that David Gower and Lord Wester. 
leigh were one and the same person. She 
was how it was they had heard 
nothing of matter from the L'Es- 

; but then she remembered that 


His sister / 

The manner with which she received his 
communication did pot escape Lord Wee 
terleigh's notice, although he was very far 
from attributing it to its true cause. The 
change of expression seemed to him to in- 
dicate extreme surprise, and one day he 
asked ber why. 


Miss Gower bad gone away again fora | 


time before coming to settle at Wester 
leigh for good. And one lovely evening 
in Jane, Lord Weaterleigh had strolled into 
the villa, and was standing with Gertrude 
at the drawing-room window. 

* Why were you so astouished when I 
introduced my sister to you that Sanday ?* 
he inqaired. 

* Because I never thought she was your 
sister,” replied Gertrude. 

aes then, did you take her for?" he 


“Why” said Gertrade quietly, ‘I 
thonght she war the lady who was to be 
your wife.” 

“My wife?’ Lord Weaterleigh's broad 
brow contracted, and he bent bis blue eyes 
sternly upon Gertrade's unconscious face. 
She was gazing outinto the fair twilight, 
but not so dreamily asa minute . 

** My wife?" he repeated, and the stern- 
ness of bis voice lied her attenti 
She looked up at him, and colored slightly. 

**What chance is there of that now?" 
he continued. ‘If any one had cared for 
humble David Gower, it would have been 








they were still abroad, having gone at the 
end of the summer. In spite of his altered | 





ball now twisted up his tail prep 7% 
| 


a rush, and, with a cry for help, Gertro 

turned round, and fell. That ory was an- 
swered instantly, for she had scarcely 
touched the d when a strong arm 
raised her, and the next moment she was 
on the other side of the stile, and in 
safety. During that first terrified moment 
she had looked up into the face of her de- 
liverer, and then, the effects of the fright 
and unexpected relief acting upon nerves 
already unstrung, resulted in un jou 

ness. Bat she was safe in those protect- 
ing arms, and as she reated in them, sense- 








nner, she felt y happy walking 
once more by his side—#o conacious of the 
charm of his protecting nce. 

The house-door open, and Mrs. 
Melville was peering into the darkness. 

“Gertrade! Is that you?” she called, 


anxiously. 


| 
| 
| 


leas, they folded her passionately to their | 


owner's broad breast. 

Gertrude soon recovered, and found 
herself lying in a cottage close 4 ; while 
a woman she knew well attended ber. 

** Dear me, how foolish I am !" she said, 


raising herself on her arm; ‘‘but it was | down the passage. 


that horrid bull, Mrs. Foster.” 


| 


** And enough to frighten you to death, | 


indeed, miss. 
beast loose; I'm sure it was a mercy the 
gentleman was there.” 

** Who was it?” asked Gertrude, as the 
color came back richly to her cheeks. 

** That's mare than I know, miss; be's 


It's a shame to leave that | 


| own room, where a pent-up burst of tears 


Gertrude ran forward, and nestling up 
to her mother, murmared— 

‘*Here is Lord Westerleigh, mamma ; 
and he will take the manaway.” And be- 
fore Mrs. Melville could ask for an expla- 
nation, she rushed out of sight up to ber 





would be restrained no longer. When they 
bad exhausted themselves, she sat and lis- 
tened for sounds below. For some time 
all was silent; then the drawingtoom 
door opened, and she heard Lord Wester- 
leigh and her father's voices as they walked 
A cordial ‘ good- 
night” closed the interview, aud as the 
hall-door closed, Mra. Melville came up- 
staira into Gertrade’s dark room. 

‘Ts it all right, mamma?” 

“Yes, my dear—-bat how was it you 
never told us you had met Lord Wester- 





| leigh at your unole’s ?” 


It was well for Gertrude the darkness hid | 


quite a stranger to me, but dear me, sch | her tell-tale cheeks. 


a gentleman! Are you better now, dear?” 


** Why, mamma, I never knew he waa | 


**Oh, yes!” said Gertrude, putting her | Lord Weaterleigh until I saw him this | 


feet to the ground. 
you. Good-bye, Mrs. Foster.” 
Her beart was beating wildly with a joy- 


fal expectation as she burried away down | to him, if he jad been a stranger, Ger. 


the lane. Her deliverer was no stranger 
to /Acr, for in the face she had seen for one 
moment, bending so anxiously over her, 
she had recognized David Gower, But 


**T'm all right, thank | evening. 


He was only Mr. Gower, you 
kuow, ' 


**I should have blamed you for going | 


trude.” 


** Bat iv he not kind and good?” She | 
was so bold in the dark ! 
“Good and kind? indeed he is, God | 


why was he there? If to see her, why had | bless him," replied Mra. Melville, earnest- | 


he not stayed to speak toher? Yes! she | ly. 
He was no myth, for she | portrait immediately. 


had seen him ! 


** Your father is to begin painting bis | 
He w#aid he con- | 


different ; but now rank and wealth are in 
the way, how shall I learn to believe that 
I might be loved for myeei/?" 

It was scarcely the passing breeze that 
made Gertrude shiver —y to foot. 

“IT don't know,” she said through the 
pain bis words had roused. ‘‘ If you oan- 
not believe in any one, you will never 
know.” 

Hot and fast in the twilight tears were 
springing to her eyes. She had nearly 
tarned round and rashed away, but his 
voice stopped her. Lo spoke very sorrow- 
fally— 

**T believed once,” 

Whether (Gertrude would have thrown 
herself (figuratively) at his feet, and en- 
treated him to believe again, it is im pos- 
sible to say; for the maid, opening the 
door, brought ip the lamp, upon which, 
Lord Westerleigh said ‘* good-night” hasti- 
ly, and went away. 

After that Gertrude was from home for 
some time visiting her mothers friends, 
aud when she returned found the L'Es- 
tranges at Westerloigh fark. An arr : 
ment had been made in her at Mr. 
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| “Never mind becanse you lore? me, 


dearest. O, child, what a fool I have 
} ~~ 
| been | 

She tried to answer, bat be took it in the 

ay be liked best. And she was silent in 
her full, deep joy, thinking it must be a 
dream to and there in the red fire.light 
with David's arm to reet on. 

“O, David,” she said at length, clinging 
to him , “it cannot, cannot be true.’ 

“ Thank God, it ia!” be murmured, as 
be raised the little wistfal face to bia and 
| held it there. 

Onoe more, throngh the darkness they 
walked back across the lark and presented 
themselves before the astonished eyes of 
Mr. and Mra. Melville 

David was very abrupt. “You mat 
stay another week,” he said, “and leave 
me a wife.” 

They did so 
week drove away to the station, leaving 


| 


| Gertrade and Lord Westerleigh at the 


ebareh door. 


And quietly through the brown October 


through the golden light of an 
tnmn da with the fall, sweet 
time of love in their hearts, the bride and 
bridegroom walked home. 


A FRIEND IN NEED. 


BY OLIO STANLEY. 


* You certainly won't choose that,” said 
Mrs. on, bending over the shining 
fabrica were thrown across Martha 
Perry's crimson lounge. ‘* It is lovely, of 
course. the purple one, | mean — and would 
look well on any one with black hair; on 
me, for instance,” she added, — , 
‘Bat it will never do for your blonde 





beanty! Take the bine one, cherie; it is | 
just color of iy’ eyes, and | know | 
your husband will delighted with your | 
choice,” H 


“It ia rather your choice, is it not?” 





young Mra. Perry asked, wavering in her 
resolution. ‘‘I had really set my rt on | 
the purple silk.” 


* You oan wear it, of course, as you can 
any color, but the other is a thousand | 
times the prettiest.” 

“Bat I have paid for the silk. That) 
tiasne they only sent up for me to look at,” 
said Mrs. Perry, evidently annoyed at her 
friend's words. 

Mrs. Lapier was silent a moment, and 
then broke ont into a merry langh. 

*“Juat the —. | dear, and I had 

t! 





I, Estrange had discovered at last how 
things were, and Mr. Melville's great de- 
sire to go to Italy; therefore to Italy he 
had promised to send them, and start 
them fairly there. It was with a pang of 
despair that Gertrade first heard the news 

and to go #o seon, too! this was the 
eud of September, and they were to go in 
a wonth’s time. Lut she got over the de- 
spair, and came to the conclusion that, 
after all, she should be happier, away 
from Lord Westerleigh, than continually 
harassed by his presenoe ; for their inter. 
course with each other now had become 
distantand cold, Eva still joked her about 
bim, and declared sbe could not under- 
stand it at all. 

* For you know, Gertrade, you did care 


had been saved by hiv stalwart arms, but | sidered himself fortunate in finding an | for each other.’ 


he bad only done what any other man 
would do, and left her without a word. 
He had vanished as mysteriously as he ap- 
peared; in vain her eager eyes searched 
the wide expanse of park, and the long, 
straight lane before her, there was no 
living creature in sight, but the browzin 
cattle—no sound, but the fall of dead 
leaves, as they rustied drearily to the 
ground. A day or two of feverish expec- 
tation followed, but he appeared no more, 
and sadly this last hope faded and died. 
Still it was sweet to owe her life to him. 

Christmas came and Mr. Laken 
could not get Mr. Melville's rent, and no 
promises on his part of paying in a week's 
time, or of reporting the agent to Lord 
Westerleigh, prevented him from putting 
in a distress. 

**It shall be paid at the end of the 
week,” said Gertrade, for she had per- 

ded her mother to let her write to Mr. 
L'Estrange. ‘* Can you not take my word?” 
she indignantly. 

** 1 don't care for words, Mias Melville,” 
replied the agent. ‘ You have five days, 
and the man will behave himself.” 

** Very well,” said Gertrude briefly ; and 
with that she put on her hat, and set off 
across the par She was going to the 
house; she knew Lord Westerleigh had 
arrived the day before, and she ved a 

ntleman would take the word of a lady. 
t was already dark when she rang the bell 
at the great door, but the sounding echoes 
stirred no feeling of awe or misgiving in 
ber heart. A servant a and she 
asked for Lord Westerleigh. The man was 
a stranger, and replied, simply, that ‘‘ my 
lord was 

* Then, I will wait until he is disen- 
gaged,” replied Gertrade. 

** Bat I don't think my lord can see you 
at all to-night. You had better call again in 
the morning.” And he prepared to shut 
the door ote 

Gertrude was al 
controlled herself. 

“T think be will see me. Be kind 
enongh to tell Lord Westerleigh that Miss 
Melville would be glad to speek to him for 
a few minutes.” As she made a step for- 
ward the light fell full upon ber, and the 
dignity of her manner and appearance 
ae suddenly to convince the wan that 
was speaking with alady. He begged her 
pardon, and wanted to show her into a 
room while he went with her m to 
his master, but Gertrude preferre 
maining by the fire in the hall. 
minute or two he returned, requesting her 
to follow him, and she soon found herself 
in a small, comfortable room, lighted only 
by the fire. The walls and curtains were 
one, relieved by lace, and a few mar- 





ost in a p jon, bat 





she to 
face to face with 
be 


pardon,” she began, turning 
lips. “Tt was Lord Weater- 
leigh I came to see.” 


lipe as he pat hiehand behind him, and re- 


“TI thought you knew I was Lord Wes- 
“Lord Weaterleigh !” Ger- 


repeated 
trude, the blood rushing to her brow. “Ty 


did not know it, indeed.” 
Miss Melville. Will 


: 


me now” he said, 














| 


Gertrade’s | but Lord Westerleigh's voice brought her 


abe could | called her that for many « 





artist so near. He is going to have his | 
honse full of visitors soon, and he hopes I 
will go aud help him entertain thom, Ob, | 
Gertrade!" said poor Mra. Melville, with | 
tears in her voice, ‘* you cannot tell what 
it will be to me to go back once more into 
the wociety of my youth !” 

Gertrude’s arms were round her mo- | 
thers neck; she felt very happy, some- 
how. | 

** Dear mamma, I am so glad! 
too pretty never to be seen.” 

Mrs. Melville langhed, and kissed her. 

** How curiously things happen,” said | 
Gertrade ; but her mother did not answer, 
for a dim dream of a possible future was 
dawning on ber mind. 

And now Gertrade's life was changed-- 
the silence was broken. There wasa voice 
somewhere always singing to her inmost 
heart, an echo, perhaps, of Lord Wester- 
leigh's few words of greeting, which were 
hers now two or three times a week, for be 
came to Mr. Melville's house to ait for his 
portrait—he said he preferred it —and thus 
came acrosa her now and then in her 
walks. Onoe or twice they nearly fell 
back into the old way of conversation, as 
when they used to ride side by side at 
Eden vale; but Lord Weaterleigh always 
checked himeelf if they seemed to be 
drifting too far in that direction. His 
manner was most kind and friendly al- 
ways, but his voice never once dropped 
into the tender tone of old; yet Ger- 
trude was not unhappy, because he was 
present. 

His visitors arrived, and Mrs. Melville 
was moch at the Hall. He apologized, as 
he said, for the trouble he was giving her, 
adding that he had a sister eng now 
im attendance upon an invalid aunt, who 
in a few months, he hoped, would come 
to live with him and do the honors of bis 
house. Gertrude and her father were also 
often invited, and about that time a rumor 
arose that Lord Westerleigh was about to 
take to himself a wife; bat which of those 
fair girls, who with their fcthers, mothers, 
and brothers, had been his guests, was to 
be the future mistress of Weaterleigh, Ger- 
trade could not discover. Hot the trath | 
of the report she never doubted, and in 
ber mind it was confirmed one lovely 
spring Sunday, when an old and a young 
lady appeared in the Hall pew. 

For wno but his betrothed wife could 
that fair woman be, with the calm, sweet 
face, who sat, and stood, and knelt by 
Lord Westerleigh's side? CGertrade'’s eyes 
sought bers with all her soul in them. 
** And who so fit to be bis wife?” was her 
despairing comment. A woman near to 
his own e, beantifal, dignified, with a 
sweet, inteflectaal face, grave and restful, 
the promise of a wise, gentle raler of bis 
house, and a guardian angel of his life. 
Gertrude’s eager, sorrowful face, could 
scarcely escape the notice of her on whom 
it was fixed, and she saw her bend toward 
Lord Westerleigh when the service was 
over, evidently with ee ~~ ; for be, 
half-glancing at Ge 6, away 
with a brief reply. 

A alight lifting of the eyebrows, and then 
came a new light into those blue eyes that 
were such a match for David's, while Ger- 
trade —— away shrinking and shivering 
under gare. 

Bhe ran out into the woods that after- 
noon, for she wanted to find ont how to 
bear ber fate; she believed that was de- 
cided now, and discovered that the voice 
which had broken the silence, had been 
bat the voice of hope telling a flattering 
tale. She was treading on blue hyacinths, 
crushing them ruthlessly, and plucking 
hawthorn blossoms indiscriminately, as she 
walked, when suddenly she looked up as if 
by instinct, and saw the object of her 

ts close at hand. She started on 
the trees. 


You are | 


—— 





one side to get away 


to a stand-still. 

** Gertrade, '"—(how be bad not 
y )—** Ger- 
trude, I want to introduce you to my sister.” 





** And what if we did?” Gertrade asked 
bitterly. 

Eva gave ber a sorntinizing glance, and 
was very mach puzzled, 

** Well, dear—nover mind! you will see 
some one niver abroad.” 

That Gertrude might find some one there 
Mrs. L Estrauge happened casually tu re- 
mark that evening iu Lord Westerleigh's 
presence. Mr. 1. Estrange ‘‘ hoped so,” 
and called his wife's attention to a book he 
was examining. ‘Then Eva turned to lord 
Westerleigh, and said, in her off-hand, 
laughing way 

** You were her first love, yon know.” 

“You flatter me, Mins L lstrange,” he 
quietly replied ; but bis color changed. 

**T never flatter!" langbed Eva. 

**Oan you be serious?” he said, bending 
anxiously toward ber. 

**O, L never pledge mynelf to anything ! 
Where is mamma going?" And Eva, fear- 
ing to be questioned farther, rose from ber 
seat and left him. 

To-morrow the Melvilles were to leave 
Westerleigh. The October twilight was 
falling fest. Lord Weaterleigh had been 
to bid them good-bye, and was gone. The 
last finishings of packing were over, and 
Mrs. Melville sat down to reat. 

**T must see him once more," said Ger- 
trade to herself, aa she hurried across the 
Park with an uncontrollable sob rising now 
and then in her throat. 

An old public path ran close by one side 
of the honse—a gable end, jutting out by 
itself, and containing on its ground floor 
Lord Westerleigh'’s own stady. Laurels 
had been planted in front of the window 
to screen it from the footpath, and although 
the latter was now disused, the shrubs were 
still allowed t> grow thick and tall. 

To this spot Gertrade burried her steps. 
The evening was darkening, so there wac 
no fear of discovery, and she hoped to 
catch one glimpse of his beloved face be- 
fore the shutters were closed. With a 
beating heart she ned the little gate, 
and gliding into the shelter of the lanrela, 
glanced at the window. She was not dis- 
appointed—there, in the fire light, with his 
dog lying at his feet, sat Lord Weaterleigh. 
Bat she had only time to observe that bis 
face was buried in bis hands, when the dog 


" t forgotten ‘here ia the recep. 
tion at Lou Warren's next week, aad I ac 
tually havn't a dress fit t wear. I'll take 
the silk, and you shall keep the bine one, 
and we shall certainly be the moat beanti- 
fal women there! Ah," with a little sigh 
of envy, ‘how charming your pearls will | 
look ovor that soft, aky-biue!” | 

**T hadn't thonght of that,” she said, | 
“And I conld not wear them with the | 
other, you think?” | 

“The effect would be spoiled,” was the | 
quick reply. ‘So it in settled now, der | 
ling, pn ll run awey with mine, and int | 
you bundle yours ap before your husband 
comes in. Don't tell him what you are | 
going to wear; let it be a surprine,” } 

And Jaatine Lapier caught up the gleam 
ing purple silk, and turned away with it 
hanging over her arm. 

And aby little Martha Perry did not 
know what to say, and so aaid nothing. 

Until jast as her friend reached the 
door, she sprang after her, saying in a | 
peryousr voice 

“Oh, Justine, this blae tissue isn't paid 
for, and I haven't money enough left to pey 
for it, either.” 

** Yon aly little pasa! You didn't think 
I would let you pay for it, did you? I} 
shall y for it, of course, and in a few 
days I will hand you the difference be. | 
tween the two. I haven't it just now | 
will next week do?” 

** You,” said Martha, slowly. 

* Good-bye, then. Pat away that beanty, | 
and let na keep our secret until the night | 
of the reception.” | 

** Very well.” And Martha stooped with 
alittle sigh to fold ap the bine tinnue ; and | 
before her husbands retarn, she had laid | 
it carefully yo | in her drawer, turned the 
key in the look, and taken ap the last 
magazine to read. 

It waa the first seoret she had kept from 
her husband, although they bad been mar. | 
ried nearly two years, and it was a dificult | 
task she had set herself. She told the | 
trath, though, when in answer to his | 
antious qnestionings about her altered 
looks, she said abe bad « headache. 

She had a headache, but the heartache 
which she experienced was by far the moat | 
acute. 

The eventful night came, and little Mra. 
Perry looked very lovely in her bine tisene 
and rla. Her hashand, searcely know 
ing the difference between silk and tissue, | 
admired her more than he ever had done 
as her lover, and she tried hard to oon 
vince herself that she was satiafied with 
what she had done. 

Aa they sat waiting for the carriage, 
Edwin Perry turned suddenly to hia wife | 

| 
| 














and said: 

“By the way, Martha, I am glad we 
don't see much of Mra. Lapier lately. I 
was afraid at one time that her frequent | 
visita meant friendship, and she in the last | 
woman | should want to see you friendly 
with.” 

‘““ Why?" asked Martha, slowly, a hot) 
flash reddening ber chooks 

** Becanse I think she is «a dangerous 
woman,” he said, thonghtfully. And then | 





ose toward the window with a growl. 
Gertrude grew cold with terror cacape 
was impossible, and discovery next to cer. 
tain, for the dog, tearing at the window, 
refused to be quieted. Lord Weasterleigh, 
who had followed him, now opened the 
lass door, and the animal ru Jat the 
urela. No sooner had he reached them, 
however, than his bark ceased, and he be 
gan to fawn and wag bis tail, knowing 
Gertrude well. She was cowering back 
into the shrubs—-ber face hidden in her 


ds. 

‘Gertrude! Can it be you?” asked « 
well-known voice. ‘* What are you doing 
here?” 

bya from him witb a throbbing beart 
and burning cheeks, she told him the truth. 

“I only wanted to see yon once more 
through the window, before I went away. 
You know we used to be friends.” 

He made no reply, but led ber in, and 
closed the door again. He felt she was 
trembling violently, but be did not ask ber 
to sit down; he let her stand beside him 
by the fire. The hopeful doubt he had 
aroused in his heart was satisfied now, and 
he was #0 happy that he could afford a joke. 

** Bat, Gertrude, I was once a ‘ common 
farmer." 

**O, don't!” she cried; ‘‘don't be so 
cruel pow. Let us be friends, and say 
good-bye.” And she burst into tears. 

“Bay good-bye, little one? Never 
agsin, wy darling, never again |" 

And taking ber in bis arma, he held Ler 
there, as if indeed he never meant to let 
her r again. 

**O, David, David! do you believe me 
now ?” said Gertrade, her voice smothered 
in hie broad breast; *‘ that I only said it 


He interrupted her tenderly. 











he told his wife of a conversation he bad 
overheard between Justine lLapier and 
Renie Duvalle, her companicn aad ser 
vant, whom she alternately petted or in 
sulted as was her mood. 

“They were eating an ice, and I was 
next them, thongh they could not have 
seen me when | came into the saloon. anid | 
really, darling, she talked shockingly of 
some of the ladies in the honse here. She’ 
in going away to-night, forever, as she as 
sured nie, who ap; red to doult ber, 
and be bas jowels belonging to one friend, 
— 1 d by ther, a silk dreas 

away from another, and—— 

“Ob, Edwin!” sobbed Martha, never 
heeding his astonished looks as she threw 
herself into his arms, ‘‘itia mine! Uanut 
you get it back?” 

It was some time before Edwin Perry | 
understood ; bat when he did he went up 
to Mra. Lapier's room with his wife, who, 
meeting that lady at her own door, bravely 
asked for ber drees which Mrs. Lapier bai 
forgotten to pay for. 

re were a few hot words of anger 
ard reproach, bat when she saw Mr. |’er 
ry's determined face, she went back, 
tossed the bundle, which had never been 
untied, through the open door, and shat it 
in their faces. 

Mra. Perry's face finshed with wounded 
feeling, but her husband laughed as he 
told her that the lady they had left was 
evidently a friend in need, though not « 
friend in deed. { 

And Mra. Perry wore the purple sik 
at the very next party they attended, wisely 
resolving as she pat it on, to have no more 
secrets from her basband, and to trast no 
more friends, unless they were such in | 
deed. 





And at the end of the. 


ring. | 


| married again 


| an invalid yentleman riding in @ stage, aud 


‘ greenback pinned to the shaw! 


| inte the saluon i 














BREW FURLICATIONS. 
Tar Pewsetivasta Deron axp Orwen 
| Fesats We are pleased to hear that Mra 
Dusen Eaatx Ginnons designs isaning « 
seoond edition of ber valuable and in 
teresting book on the ‘ lennaylvania 
Dateh ‘and kindred eubjecta, ae seoond 
edition will contain two new shetohea, one 
ou Bethlehem and the Moraviana, the other 
apon the Sohwenkfelders, a kind of Cier 
man Qaskers residing in Eastern lennay! 
vania. There also will be neotioes of the 
Liussian Mennonites, Ao. Mra, Gibbons 
i a very conscientious and intelligent 
writer, and the aconracy of her work may 
be impheitly relied apon. Her acoonnt of 
the quaint aseyes of the German seota, in 
cluding the descriptions of ‘An Amish 
Meeting,” « * Dunker Love Feast,” Ao, 
j are said by the poet Whittier to be ** full 
of interest. To lennaylvanians eapeciall 
this work must be of peculiar value, ont 
j should find « place in every pablic and 
wey library. The volame will be pub- 
ished by subscription at €1.50 a oopy. 
Orders abould be dirscted to Mra Gibbona, 
care of J. Kh. Lippincott & Oo., Philada. 
Waar Karr Div ar Bomoon. By Sosan 


6 (nm « recent occasion, a Yale «tndent 
was aleont from recitation, and, by aad 
mistake, handed in two ¢xouees therefor 
One said that serione tllnees detained him 
in his room. the other asserted that he 
wasn momber of a sailing party, which 
had become becalmed in the - notil re 
eltation time waa past Roth facta were 
~ | attested, bat the professor was por 
Pies 

S@ A curious tale ta related of a perty 
of Fantee warriors, the allies of the Britieh 
in the Ashantee campaign. A party were 
eat ander charge of an hoglish heatersnt, 
but on the eppearance of the enemy they 
very promptly ran away. Looking back, 
they sew the officer emptying bis pistols at 
the enemy, when some of them, gathering 
couraye, returned, and seizing their aston 
ished commander, bore him kicking and 
struggling from the field They oun Det 
Aight themselves, and they were ejaally de 
termined that their officer should not so 
etther 

A Brian's Seicwe A correspondent 
of the Herald of Health writes, A few 
el AN ome presented with «a ine 
: r rda (turtle ring doves), 
Cootipes, author of “The New Year's | coved and were as ~4 a ym Dydd 
Bargain,” aod ‘*‘ What Katy Did,” Boston: | beings can be when love each other. 
Roberta Brothers, For sale by J. B. Lip.| They had several offspring, and would 
pincett & Co., Philada. Those who have | never troable themselves about them after 
read with delight last year's holiday volame, | they were able to take care of themselves. 
‘What Katy Did,” only need to be told Ho time went as merry as « marriage bell ; 
that the same charming writer and illus. | bat, alas! a few days ago the female bird 
trator have produced a still better book in sick and died, and, would you believe 
the one before ua The perfect nataral- o the mate refased to take either food or 
ness of these yp their many | drink, and when forced to take some, he 
piquant varieties of ot t, la enoh as | would spit out whatever did not down 
to send girl-readers of the same age into | his throat far enoagh, then throw bimesit 
eostasion. They laugh uncontrollably over | violently on his back, as much as to say, I 
the clever pranks of pretty, mischievoas, | will not live without my mate. We tried 
fancivating Kose Ked, are captivated by | to pacify him by patting another bird in 
the wit and sweetness of Clover, and take the oaye with him—one which looked very 
the good, lovely Katy right into their hearts | mach like the dead one— bat it was of po 
an # true, dear friend, whose doings at | use, he was deterurined to commit suicide , 
home and at school belp them over their | and after carefully feeding him, by foro- 
own rough places. ing « fow orambs down his throat, we left 

Sontunsn es MoNrucy, The January pam. | him the fifth night only to find bim in 
ber contains ‘The Singer's Hill,” (illas | the morning lying stiff and cold on his 
trated), ‘' The (ireat Air- Line to the Moon,” | back, precisely in the tien be would 
*Roudvir Prophecies,” by John Hay; | throw himeelf inte after bis mate died, 
‘Earthen Pitchers,” by Kebecoa Harding - ‘eatin 
Davia; * Irreparable,” by Ko H, Btaidard ; 
and nomerous other articles -making an Pe. —— Ne erat ogy —etoet-yhr-0 
excellent nomber, Lubliahed by Boribner (7 Neer reas ee ee 

telegraphs ite condition, But they are not always 


& Uo., New York. § artat b 
‘Tux Gataxy. The January number oon. |) “8! and the medictnue adeiniatered eome- 
fo inatem! of relieving the complaint 





tlmew agyraye 








tains “The Duke of Argyll,” by Justin 

MoWarthy; ‘The Wethere, A@ele,” by J, | “eRersone among the Inctancen of malpraction 

W. De Forest; ' Voices,” by Fo A. Brown; | “MCh 8 of dally on urronce, le tae habit of dosing 
dyspeptic and constipated lovatida with powerful 


* Views Abroad,” by Albert Khodes, ao. 


Pabliahed by Sheldon 4 Oo , New York. tathartics, Hostarren's Stomacm Mivrene, in 
Tun Atuanric Monvany lhe January | which are eklifully biewded the wogetthle elemente 
number contains, * lrudence Palfrey,” by | tt eantet fe thy goration of the elomach, 
VB. Aldaeh, © The Golden Wedding of J and removal, without viele, af regular dis 
Longwood,’ by J. G. Wwittier * Fog. | Charges from the bowels, should be taken twiee of 
Hunting in England, by S. BE. Waring ; | Stier © day ae a romedy for lndig tion of every 
* The Iwo Homes,” by Bayard Taylor, &o, | bP. eed for costivenons, whether chroml: of came 
A‘ Serial Story’ is announced asin prepa. | Ne ether medicine will be required and the 
ration by the distinguished Howells, which | (Ure 8!!! be raped aud palniows No medicine, ae 
doubtless iw designed aa a model for the | yet discovers of comp randed, equale Hestetter's 
imitation aod instrnction of authors gene. | I tere ae a specttic for all attecthons of the liver, aa 
rally. Vabliehed by Hurd & Lloughton, | well ae for diseases of the stomach, the bowels and 
Now York Boston offies, Noyes, Holmes | the nerves 
A Oo, 21 Washington at, 


_er+e- 


WANTED TO BE HEARD FROM. 
ITEMS OF INTEREST. If anybely haa ever aeed the therowugh and eclen 
tile course of treatment recommended by the pro 


| prietor of De, Sage's Catarrh Kemedy for the eure 
€f Dinners are sapplied to poor chil “ 


lof Catarrh and hae not been porfect! fed, th 
dren, in London, at two centa per head, | tar. fr. OV. CO See ee eee 
at ; proprietor, De t. Vieres, wounul ithe to hear 
7 A Inffalo widow, aged 60. recently | ; that . ’ 
married the tbashband of her deceased ee Se ea ee SS ee eee ae 
— World's Diep bu Male 
y emes el wid's Dispensary, Huffala, N. ¥., each pereye, if 





there be one. will hear of «une hing to hie or keg 


7 In Japan, newspaper editors are advectage, ne the 1 


funny pair fod themselves compelled to 


make the beat of it. Preree'e dul 


among the clasa privilege tr) owes Boreeds offers G00 reward for a case of Catarnn whi h be 
€f A happy couple living in Adama, N. | P 5 Sn dietiaiiie ai . 

Y., have been married over 74 years CRE Cure, Cae Serres Cae ee ee eee 
y “ y ina slngle ¢aae, 48 ahy one may ascertain oe 
4 One hundred and thirty ait lives are Leena She Ghuseush oat he 

m7 erough comme o 
naid to have teen lont in buring the Hooaac | a 1 te and reece ads ‘ 1 by Dee Prine —— = 
Tannel ’ omy My cree conelate 
in the Gee of Dir, Maye ‘at h Mewes , 
€f A very fat man anved the life of a! |. ; , p vith age muady with im, 
neat in Nt. Loonie rroentl H Vieree’s Nasal Douche which ta the ouly meane by 
vymne ’ sont recently o wan | which the Maid cay be carried high op and applied 
directly underneath when the gymnast fell, | to all parte of the nara! passages end the ot ’ 
PY o . ‘ter . “ echambera 
€7 What was intended for a mock mar | csctmentedh teeeatiiih tecsieiveheass oniesanil teas 
riage ata Fond da Lac evening party ham | oi itectmrge preesecte. Tn melts - 
been fonnd to be a legal one, and the | wlie on ty thie 
thorough application of the Memedty, which eh ould 
| 
| 


alwaye ie weed warm, lie len Mevl ical 


. J ‘ elas te on f ‘ ti * 
@7 An a real oatate apeculator re. | = ™ . wis o , : nent = “ y ae cuneate 
’ tre ent thet ' ‘ S 
cently offereda popolar preacher #10000 | lonal treatment, w which w rapes can be 
cured a0 the disease |e always covetitutional and 


a yoar, to nettle in the neighborhood of bin | 


property, to send up ite value. mat be treated a pi This treatment hee 
‘ ape at fe thre wont ¢ he 
€@ There in a woman in Lowa ponnenned | he Ubp'eanar : atures : nt it, and has the adv am 
of extraordinary self-denial. She made a tage "" ever 7 . i! disvame to the lunge ae 
vow five years ago that she would never | xs ae . — ne by the uae of strong, tre 
speak again, and has atnck to it ever mince, | Ne the or peleonous polutlons 
€@ A Kaneas preacher han bad hia salary PLAIN PACTS, 
a : _ . ye for thrashing three Fuannront, Mich., Mept, Lath, 1978 
mon who diatarbed bia oongr ation. A year age Lhe ahead cough from the Caterrh 
67 Mra. Brigham Young, No 1¥, has | 
which had got In my throat I tried a good many 
been lectaring in Denver, Col. Her ant 
things but got nothing tody me any good antii I 


ject was the wives and children of the | 


Mormon triarch uaed your Golden: Medical lMacovery and Der Mage's 


Catarth Kemedy. ‘They cared me in three mon the 


€@ A baby was left on a door atep at | ie anes f 
Hallowell, Me., recently, and with due at. |“ *'! bam rery tiankta AMOS FISUKR 
| tention to ite wants, beside it were placed : 
a foll supply of linen, « bottle of con | y gan. Gegowern Ne. 980. 


dense wilk and a bottle of paregorio 

47 A |). troit woman, who had been di 
voroed from ber first husband, recently 
The first husband, to show 
that he bore no malice, headed a party 
who serenaded the newly married pair 

47 It in reported that at the late laying 
of the corner stone of the new capitol of 
lowa, the only epeech made was by a work. | 
man who got bis Angers pinched | 


No fee asked antl! the 
le expelled, Medicine 


Kemoved in a few hours, 
entire worm, with head, 
barmiess, being parely vegetabie, Consultation 


free, Dr. BF. Komen, No, 0 N, Ninth ot, 
octet 


DR. RADWAY’S 


@ Av invention is said to have been | Wh 
recently perfected in England by which a Sarsaparillian Resolvent, 
diver when under water is able to con 


verse with those above | 

@ The complaint in made that, while 
many of the el cards wey be very good THE GREAT BLOOD PURIFIER, 
blotters, they are quite on&t to write apon 

97 A fair dame«el of Kennington, Ver FOR THE CUBE OF ALL 
mont, ia under arrest for beating her 
father, bocanw he ventared to way that he 
did not approve of roand dances | 

7 A modern philosopher thinks it « 
mistake to suppose women have atronger 
attachments than A tian in often 
attached to an old hat. bat he asks, who 
ever heard of a woman beiug attached 
to an old bonnet 7 

40 The new Soltan of Morocco in maid 
to bave initiated a social revolution by re 
faxing to have more than one wife 

€@ Some baryglars broke into @ «tore at 
Fall Kiver recently, but stole nothing and 
left a silver pitcher behind them 

47 Cambric handkerchiefs, with oolor 
ed borders, have been introduced Nome 
have a colored monogram in the centre. 

67 An English journal pointa ont a 
onrivus relation between Satarday night 
and infant mortality It says that the 
number of infants smothered in bed by 
over Ured and not over suber parents be 
tween sunset on Satarday and sunrise on 


CHHKONIC DISBASBS, SCHOFULA, ULUBKS, 
CHMONIC KHBUMATIAM, EXYMIPELAA, 
men KIDNEY, BLADDEM, AND LIVER 
OUMPLAINT#, DYSPErsia, 
APY SUTIONS OF THE LUNGS AND THMUAT ; 
PUXIFIBES THE BLD, 
KRESTUKING HEALTH AND VIGOK; 
CLEAR SEIN AND BRAUTIFUL COMPLEXION 


SRCUKRED TO ALL. 


Bold by Drogyiste. Price §) per Botte, 


DR. RADWAY'S 


PERPRET PURGATIVE PILLS. 


Perfect! y tasteloas, clegantly coated, for the cuss of 
all disorders of Whe stomach, !iver, howels, Ekdneys, 
buwider, bervoas diseases, headache, constipaticn, 
cost venoms, \ndigestion, dyepepela, Milo usnems, bil- 
lous fever, \nflam mation of the buwels, piles, and ail 
derangements of the internal viscera. Warranted 
to effec! a punitive cure, 


| Sanday, far anrpasses the mortality of any 


otber night in the week 
S@ A Covington girl lent ber shawl to 


when be handed it back there was a $4") 
The girls 
must not suppose, however, that this will 
happen every time they lend their shawia 
to an tuteresting stranyer 

67 Ihe Varin Figaro tells of « horse 
that was saved from death by brandy, and 
then became so very fond of the liquor 
that he woold escape from the stable and 
go right ty a saloon for more. When one 
day be was refased his regular drink, be | 
smashed bis way through the window and | 


Price 8 cents per box. Build by Dragginte, 


DR. RADWAY & UC@., 33 Warves &., 
nove Mew Yous. 
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‘or ln in earnest whan he 
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a which Ws twenty comts 6 year, and 
the where (ne to read we, 
yearty eebmeriter will be we a 
oer = at ver 
and Pree mm Shee lh 
firters,” “ hag of Home at "a “Wee 
@ Mount Vereca.” 
ot Tus Poer @. and one of T 


srougly advise heving the 
Mt greatly increases ite value. 


SATURDAY EVENING POST, 
Be. 519 Walnat Strest, Philedsiphia. 


‘The streets and shops are gay o* asvel ; 


thie season, 





jowers more exquisitely natural, the oom 
binations of colors more enchanting. ilk 
is worked in with fine effect, and there isa 


yom, cunaisting 
w alipe, 


with plain hematitched 

and initials, or heavy with beautifal 

and costly embroidery. ble linen also 
comes graceful and appropriate de 
signs, a novelty for game —— having 
around the centre a circle of quails 
and other birds. For floral presenta, the 
most unexceptionable and dainty sort of 
gifts, there are flower. pots and jardinieres 
of beautiful design, filled with the loveliest 
roses and and fragrant violets. 
der etand bolding a single stately Oal. 
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1874. 


After examining « great variety of sub- 
jects fer eur new Chromo, we concladed 
that we could find nene to equal that which 
we already had im the popular engraving, 


“ONE OF LIFE’S HAPPY HOURS.” 


And as we have had repeated demands for 
Cs pisen, which, owing to the wearing 
out of the plate, we were unabledo supply, 
we bave made arrangements with the cole 
brated artista, Hinclair A Oo., to get us up 
this subject, as a Chromo, for our new 
Premium Chrome for owe yearly sub- 
scrthers for 1474. 

This next year, we shall make no dis 
tinction between our yearly mvhecribers, 
whether they subreribe singly or in ('luds, 
Eveny Yeanty Svsscneen - Stxoie on in 
4 Crrn—shall be entitled to a copy of the 
new Chromo, by sending en ten cents ex- 
tra, to pay the cost of mailing. 

Our terme are as follows being much 
lower than those of any other first-class 
literary weekly 


@ne copy, (with a copy of premiam Chro- 
me. 
Four copies, (with four copies of pre- 


mium Chromo), 8.00 
Bix copies, (with six copies of premium 
Chrome, and « copy extra ef the Chro- 
me te the sender ef the Club), 12.00 
bt (with eight copies of pre- 
=a ent a cpp ee ao 
1a POST and of the Chrome exten te iat 


PaaS Os as 
.- Nome may be subscribed 


‘ot Careme. One ot Hapyy 
"ieee we will end, if preferred, elther of onr 


Ia end beeotifal Premium Steel Kngravings, 
ye The Mistees,” “ The Bong of Home at hea,” of 
* Washington at Mount \ ernen” 

FP Tew conte must always be remitted for each 
( breme of raving ordered, to pay the extra en- 

cere irour hy oe for mailing, poetage, ete, Or, 

it te deetred that the ( brome should be mounted, 
@ conte must be cent for cook Chrome required to 
be so mounted. We eurorgly advice heaving the 
Chreme mounted. It greatly Increases ite value, 

Additions may be made to clabe at the same rate 
ee the original clab. 

Those whe design getting up clube eheuld com 





mence at once, before the fei te occupied by 
others, We offer, to aay the least, a good « 
a the New York 1 . Seterday Nigtt, * 


ives 


end to (Jute at muck jower lorme, while we 
tion, 


heact#™! Chrome of steel engraving, in 


and they give pothing 

Those whe send of their clabe Gret, will have the 
@ret CDroence, of whith « lar edition to be 
fniehed by “hs let of Decom We ust to be 
abie te ply all orders al emoe, bul ar om account 
ot thie cor to formieh them te olub subsoribers, 
end the well-known popolerity of the picture, we 
expect to have a immense demand, we shoukl ad- 
view Ube sending of of Lhe clube as carly a possi bie. 

Address 


BATURDAY EVENING POST, 
We 319 Walnut Btrest, Philadelphia. 





OUR CHROMO. 


We sbould carnestly advise our yearly 
subscribers to send on the ©) cents re- 
qutred to have their Chromos mounted on 
etid cardboard 

The Obromo will give so mach more 


la lily looks fair and choice between the lace 
curtains at the window; or if the place is 
shady, « gracefal drooping fern or richly. 
tinted } ja. More charming still ina 
| jardiniere of elegant shape, holding 
a duzen kinds creamy white and luscioas 
red roses intermix with smilax and 
ferna and sweet alyssum, the colors and 
forma arranged as in a choice bouquet, 
with a finish of dainty moss, and over the 
basket handle twining ivy and age ty 
A similar flower basket filled with bulbs, 
low growing tulips, hyacinths and scillas, 
the ground covered with moss, is un. 
equalled for richness of coloring, fra- 
grance and freshness. There is one house 
on Walnut atreet worth walking far to ree 
for the rare beauty of ita floral arrange. 
ments. Hehind the plate glass, with folds 
of misty lace drooping on either side, the 
sweetest lowers, tastefully grouped, make 
ita windows a #etady 

A few planta for winter enjoyment are 
easiont kept in these neat compact flower 
beds for the parlor, occupying wo little 
apace. Anything that becomes unsightly 
abould be banished to the cellar, and the 
jardiniere repleniabed and re arranged to 
keep it fresh and thriving, If flowers do 
not flourish, try ferns of the bardicr sort, 
orivy. Anything looks well that is healthy 


| and happy 


They say that rillons were never so 


© » before, and the windews Gaping 
— in all the most captivating shades 


color sky blue and mauve to te up the 
paly gold tresses ef the blonde, and 
pink and scarket fer the chestmat > raids o 
the dark bright branette. > are 
very uwueh reduced in silk vel 
en B costly. The ee the mont be 
coming material possible for the vests no 
muebk wort thie winter, close fttiupg aad 
sleeveless, With two pockets placed at the 
apting of the walett. ‘The pattern of this 
dose pot difer from that of a shapely 
ape eat off to the depth of a banque, 
eft open at the hips, and trimmed around, 
‘They are « useful addition for warmth, 
and for giving « look of newness to a worn 
drera same purpose is answered by 
the peolerine collars, made of black velvet 
with a fraise round the throat lined with 
gay wk and completed with a wide tulle 
ra 

Velvet belte with leather lining and 
silver clasps are still the favorite style, 
convenient for neglig¢e costumes, and du 
rable. The Marie Biuart cap, of velvet 
and lace, which many flaod so becoming, is 
much worn at present, and bows, glit 
tering stars, and pearl arrows in the hair 
Buttons for ornamenting redingotes an: 
other garments are not so absurdly large 
as at fret. A novelty is to embroider a 
star upon them, passing « needlefal of 
flows silk through the foie tu the top. 
Large tortoise abe!] battens, flvely carved, 
are oclegant, but too ovstly to mach 
used. lennetsa and Hats are undistin 
guishable at present, both being string 
les, Some are very much trimmed, others 
plain. Feathers are preferred to fowers. 

There is nothing sctually new in dress 
materiala, the financial pressure of course 
affecting importations. The good old 
French meripos and mobaira are in favor. 
Cheap and showy mixed fabrics have proved 
unsatisfactory, the silky surface wears 
dingy, and the dye comes of, while a 
beaver mohair, briiliautive or five merino, 
after long wear, oan still be cleaned and 
tarned tu look as weil as new. Lialf an 





@atinfaction, we think, when mounted on 
ecard. board, that we shall be sorry to send 
any out the other way. They will do very | 
woll without framing when so mounted 
And we think that, even in the case of 
single ones, they can be put up so that | 
they will go through the mail with perfect | 


| 


wafety. The post<fMice clerks think so, 
and we bave found, since our last insue, | 
that i is « general practice to send them | 
through the mails when thas mounted 


As for the merits of the Chromo, it is 
one of the richest looking we have yet | 
eoon--and we think that if onr subscribers | 
do not like it, they mast te hard to please. | 
- —_- ee i 

@ Time rer Guxar Heatran Time} 
heals all griefa, even the bitterest, aud it 
is well that it should be mo. A long in- | 


other loas, would deaden our sym. 
petiies theese still left, and thus make | 
a sinful apethy steal over the soul, aleorb. | 


ing all ite end causing the many 
blessings of life to be felt as curses. As) 
the bosom of carth blooms again and | 
again, buried ont of sight the dead | 
leaves of sutamn, and the frosty 


ounce of pulverized borax of ammonia, 
dissolved in a pint of warm water, will re 
store the freahness of mohair or alpaca 
Waterproof cloth is more used than ever 
A dark blue redingote and black skirt look 
well, Qailted petticoats of silk or satin 
are good for cold weather, especially if 
made with wool or down, when they are 
light as well as warm, cotton wadding 
makes them heavy 

[bere is a passion for fur trimmings 
this winter. A band of far around the 
peck and down each front trims a redin 
gote. and English welking jackets of cloth 


j that in the autamn were trimmed with 


alk, look pretty now bordered with fur 
The usual set consists of a muff and callar 
or boa, bat these last are not to be recom 
mended. there is so much risk of taking 
oold from overheating the neck and abest 
Many pb have a standing testimony 
against these articles of ladies attire, their 
ae showing the serious injury so 
to result from the use of them. 


This season is saddened for a 
very wile of friends by the death of 
tapes Who is there to take 
has place? tuo men are pot wanting, 


bat be stood apart and alone-« devotee 
of science, single-hearted, purely disio- 
terested. Jt was characteristic of the man 


wrote them,” said he, ** that | was not the 


end not pin their faith to any 


wee only the past summer that his 
Leginning was made wo pul these 


THE HOLIDAYS IN TOWN. | 


Chestact and Eighth streets are always | 


yous of life might not unreasonably bave 
$ it 
com mon ques. Living for 


very midst of his work--the fall ripeness 
of his powers, be is called away. Yet it 
can bardly be said that the scientific world 
lost ite leader. The name and apirit 
Agessiz remain « presence and a power 


etill, 
event of these holidays 
phia—the great “Tea Party,” 
to the greater centennial of 
who has not heard of it? \A~ 
time the daily bave spread its re- 


hee 


the fair ladies in picturesque Martha 
Washington costume, the speeches, the 
waste, the caps of tea and the music 

it was certainly a brilliant success. Bat 
the crowd! When we look forward to the 


coming of all the world to car grand Cen- 
temnial, it is a relief to think of spacious, 
beautiful Faire- Mount. 8. P. 


— = 


LETTERS FROM ZIG. 





A LITBRARY HACK. 


A number of good people whom I don't 
know have been writing letters to me lately. 
Most of these good are young 
ladies, very nice, jolly gizia, | judge. Now, 
it's a little queer, maybe, but all these let- 
ters of these a oe girls are written 
aboat one and same subject. You 
wouldn't think it, buat it's so. 
ladies all want to enter the kame 4 
less and enchanting field of literatare. 


They wish to become newspaper corres. 
jenta. 

Thats «a subject on which I have 
* views.” 


The letters of these young ladies all 
have one main point, aboat which every- 
thing else revolves. The young ladies 
want that I should tell them bow to write 
for newspapers in such a way as to make 
itty. ‘Tbat's their main point. (I haven't 
been a distinguished success m f, aa 
far an that's concerned.) They ‘tb may 
they would like to write in such a way 
that it will do people good to read what 
they write. They don't say that they Bave 
@ partioular ambition to endeavor by their 
writings to cultivate the taste aad 
the knowledge of both themeashives and 
their readers. No more do they confess 
that they are afliicted with a pang on 
unquenchable thisst te sequire for 
selves a name amd a fame which shall 
echo down the corridors of time. Mot o 
ourridor, Every blessed mother's dang). 
ter af eee oe to earn 

. want to bn and earn 
—— ght oh That's tho little peouli- 
of ‘em. 
fan't we meek fun to be a writiat. 

I bereby desire to answer all these young 

ledies im the lump a sweet big lump of 

ladies. If | shall exaggerate a little, 
or jd overmuch, or make overmuch out 
of nothing, | ask their pardon, at the same 
time they needn't be surprised at it. It is 
a constitutional infirmity ef mine to see 
thin by either a very strong ora very 
feoble light, as the case may be. am 
everlastingly tilting up or down. When 
I'm happy, I'm very happy, thank yon, 
and when I'm miserable, 1m very minete 
able, thank you. If a thing is true, it al- 
ways sooma to me wo very trae; if, on the 
other band, 1 think it ina lie, it always 
neomm to me nxauch an awful whopper. I 
suppose that peculiarity in the inborn fail- 
ing of all womankind. They are always io 
the superlative degree ; always so very ox 
coedingly this, that or the other. The 
name termagant was formerly applied to 
men as well as to women, both alike, bat 
the n out-scolded the men so greatly 
and so far, that in time the bard word was 
dropped entirely an a title of the mascaline 
gender, and applied only towomen. That's 
@ pretty comment on our sex, but itsa 
fact. Lnever keep back facta. I try to 
swallow ‘em all, | nball die trying to awal- 
low a fact some day—I came near choking 
on one pot long age. 

he, confessing in the beginning my in- 
firmity to intensify thin Iwill do wy 
beat at answering the jolly nice girls who 
have written to me. First as to the matter 
which appears to these young ladios the 
most important--namely, will it pay? 
Lately | read somewhere in a newspaper 
that the head oook of a certain fashionable 
club is paid seven thousand dollars a year 
for hin services, and doeant touch his 
hand to work himeaelf. Now, not many 
newspaper editors or writers get more than 
half of that. The fact needs no comment. 
it's a sufficient comment in itself. If you 
want to make your fortune in thia world, 
don't go to feeding people's brains. ‘ira. 
cious, no' Go to work on their stomachs 
at once, and youll be sure to hitit. The 
person who could invent a new and deli 
clous dish to eat, would have his fortune 
}in bis band. His fortane would lie in 
| other people's stomachs. He would be a 
millionaire in five years, would the man 
who invented a new dish wherewith to 
feed people's stomachs, On the other 
hand, | don't suppose there ever was a 

literary man on earth who was worth a 
million dollara, or the half of it. Pab 
lishere have grown fat and rich, some- 
tumes, but not many authors. 

It is possible for the suocessfal literary 
drudge to make, in time, a respectable and 
| comfortable living at the trade. Bat I 
| give you my word of Lonor that it's harder 

to snoceed in than anything else in life, er- 
| cept going to Heaven. | rather think that's 
| harder, and come to think, I don't know 
| whether even that is much harder. Just 
j about one young lady of eleven hundred 
| who attempt literature hes the pluck and 
| the hang-on to keep trying and doing ber 
best tll she gains the ear of some kind 
editor that thinks ber work is worth paying 
for. (Editors are not flinty hearted fossils, 
after you get the bang of em.) The chief 
j trouble with the young ladies of these 
days is laziness, next after their love of 
dreas, perhaps. I know « young lady who 
gave up a fine education and the 
of a graduate, just because, forsooth | 
couldn't dress as finely as some of the 
other girls! Poor f I tell you Id 
have beld on to that golden opportunity if 
ld bad to wear oow-shin boots laced up 
with tow strings. So I would) The nice 
isla who have written to me don't know, 
f tnink, how mneb time and work and seif- 
denial it takes to earn one's living at scrib- 
bling. Any one of them is competent to 
do it, as far a® vataral brains is concerned. 
They all seem real bright, and if any one 











‘ 





of ‘om is to give up for « time 
| most of things hs young ladies 
think absolu to their happi- 
mesa, and work and study faithfully for a 
| few years, there isn't shadow of a 


doubt in my mind bat that young lady 
would make a successful literary dradge ; 





| thon. 


it 
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r 


and 

of philosophy. For 
literatare for literatare's 
t it was not well to use 


i 


lofty 
lo 
literatare ane 


Fj 
ri 


& government clerk- 


could spend the 
oAber boars in hg literary 
| atadiea. 
| Ittis as true as this world stands, that 


| ship, which 4 


| idea, no matter w 

tof money- 
g- A lofty idea won't bring in money. 
G Bobiller, and Jobn 
Staart Mill were all groat lights in liters. 

ture, and every one of them died a r 
jman. The literature which laste is the | 
literatare most celay at the time. | 
The Agassiz, who jast died, con- 

f yone of the most eminent scien- 
tiie men in the world, was entreated to | 

make a lecturing tour, being told as an in- 
ducement that could soon make him- | 
self rich thereby. 
** I have not time to become rich,” said | 


or | 
e literary bread-winner, ‘ bread- | 
artist,” they call it in German, must grind | 
on and on forever, like a blind horse on a | 
tread-mill, If the blind horse stops for | 
a day, then jost so long the tread-snill | 
stops, likewise the bread and batter which 

comes by that tarning of the tread-mill. | 
Your literary bread-winner may feel that 
he could write something better and wor- 

thier, if he had more time. Batno! He 

has no time. Just so much is reqaired of 

him every day, right or wrong, fair or foul, 

and the blind horse must grind on, no 

matter how worthless the grist he grinds | 
out, elae the blind horse's children and wife | 
will be bowling for their bread and batter. 
He mever has time to do his best, poor 
soal? Bo many pages stand to bim for | 
jest so meek ham and cheese, and the 
neve the more bam and cheese. 
J beley filled with a brave aspi- 
ration to write something worthy, some- 
thiag which will last while our mother 
tomgee lasts, and which will do bhuman 
hearta good when they read it, we literary 
backs are apt to sink down into mere writing 
machines, with no ambition —(CGod help as! | 
save to get the utmost possible money to | 
the page. Heaven knows it is a painfully | 
homiliating thing to confess, yet it is 
forced upon ua by the nature of the case. 
We can't help it. 

Again: The literary hack must trim his 
sails to the popular breezes. Popular 
breezes may be a donkey, but your liter- 
ary bread-winner must sail with them all 
the same. That's the sorrowfalleat, drear- 
test partof it. He may start ont on his 
career full of high resolve and lofty am- 
bition to write forever only that which is 
pure and brave and true, to spend his 
mortal life in a Sir Galahad quest after 
the _—_ Cirail of troath. What then? If 
the multitude on whom he depends for 
his bread prefer error to hia truth, tell me, 
what can the pour fellow do, even though 
he be one of the few sanccensful literary 
hacks? He must pander more or leas to 
popular taste, even when popular taste is 
on the wrong side, and even though he 
bitterly despises himself for doing it. It 
in almost morally impossible for him to 
live up to his high resolves and pure aspi- 
rations, A few doit; most of them don't. 

Se it is but a sorry life. 

And yet all this won't discon any 
young lady who feels in her bones that she 
is to be a newspaper soribbler. I should 
be sorry if it did, om the whole. Any 
young lady whose spirit is fall of the true 
enthnsiasm and the clear grit,—if she 
made up ber mind to it,— d go on and 
be a ‘ writist,” thongh an army of mad 
dogs howled at her. And I should te 
poe of her for ber plack, if she did. 

inally, speaking of the matter of writin,, 
lam reminded of this passage in a big In- 
jun's speech, which I read once: 

** The Great Spirit talks, we hear bim in 
the thunder, in the rushing winds and the 
mighty waters— dul he never writes.” 

ZIG. 


A 
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How to Talk Soft Nonsense to 
Ladies. 


BY DAISY BURNS. 


I was somewhat amused in reading over 
the column of ** Answers to Corre*pond- 
ents” some time . I generally read that 
firat; sometimes I learn a good deal, and 
sometimes I langh a good deal. That | 
which rather amused me though, was the 
inquiry of one of Kansas’ noble sons, 
«How to talk soft nonsense to the fair | 
sex?” I wonder what soft nonsense is! | 
Derbaps a conversation I chanced to hear 
nota great while ago might be classed as 
such. It was at a county fair, and indeed 
they are great places to hear nonsense. I } 
was sitting with my friends near the pro- | 
menade portion of the amphitheatre 
watching the bright faces of the girls, 
when « bean chanced to offer his arm ; and | 
now and then I caught a glimpse of a gal- | 
lant who was pouring forth his “soft non- 
sense " to bis fair companion, while at the 
same time we saw a gloved band alip be- 
hind him, catch the coat-tail or sleeve of 
some unengaged gallant, and jerk, jerk 
with a vengeance, which plainly said to us 
lookers-on, ** A kingdom, ob, a kingdom " 
for relief ! 

While I was thus occupied I beard a 
voice say behind me, ‘‘ What horse are 
you betting on, John?” You see the ring 
was full of fine horses just then. 

** On the gray,” said John. 

* Wal, I'll bet on the black,” said the 


oyu cl m, Sal,” said John, ** I'll bet 

as rt agin as " The 
t was taken, and they awaited the deci- | 
sion. At last the blue ribbon was tied on 


the ‘ 

“Kos, Sal,” said Jobn, “I want my 
sweetheart.” 

** He, he, he,” langbed Sal, ‘‘ who de | 
you want, Jobn ?” 

John bent his head, and we heard a groff | 
voice, which I've no doubt had much sweet- 
ness to Sal, answer, ‘You, Sal, you. 
What do you say, Sal, can I have that | 
one?” 

** He, be, be! well, yes, John.” 

* Then, Sal, I'm all settin' up; but now, 
Ral, you've not got to take on with no | 

feller.” | 


other q 
** Laws, John, I dont want to take on | 
with anybody bat you.” 











| 
} 








that is to say, a successful ne our- 
respondent. Bat! doubt w any of 
them will ever do it. 


Likewise, after all is said and done, and 


“I don't believe you care anything for 
me, Sal.” 


read-winner. To all such, | 
who bad their living to earn besides, be | 


| overskirt, basqae and cape. 


he who would work out a lofty and noble | however, nor so much in love. 
- | ed to be moch exercised over the weather. 


| wrote a letter home to her husband, which 


| calls you 


e 
| trunk op-stairs for her, and 


| thea 





* You don't know what I care for yon, | 
Jobs , bat you don't care nothing for 


me 
** Yea I do tho’, Bal. I love you as hard 
as a horse loves corn.” Here Sal gave 


another be, he, be! She told John he was | then 


joking, bat he said he was plum in earnest, | 
and told her if she'd take another round 
| with him be'd tell her , and 

went, bat before on be Bal if | 
he might go bome her. She told him 
be might go as far as the stile blocks, but 
pop t like for fellers to be hankerin’ 
round her.” 


This conversation is truth, word for 
word. Was that soft nonsense? 


scent of musk 
wherever he went. She was all frizzes and 
curls, with a calico dress made with train, 


hot 80 ansophistioated as the former couple, 
Both seem - 


Said the gentleman 

** We re going to have rain.” 

My opt ny Lg =F asked the lady. 

** If we don't, we'll have a long dry spell.” 
on speech passed for wit, 


a ‘t think it will rain,” she 
“"Twould be bad if it did, wouldn't it?” 


** Yea,” she said, ‘for we'd all get wet. 
Do you really thi it will rain?” 

“I'm almost certain. See those heavy 
clouds.” 

**Ob, I hate rain, it gives me the blues. 
Doesn't it you ?” 

And the last I heard of that couple, they 
were still the weather. 


discussing 
If our Kansas friend wants to learn how 
to talk soft nonsense, let him attend the 
county fairs in the fall. 


——_—— —_— 


MARGUERITE. 


I pluck the petals one by one— 
They fall upon the daisied plot ; 
I sing for every petal gone, 
He loves me, or he loves me not, 


I plack them, anxious, one by one. 


Are all the sweet old vows forgot? 
Is all my heart's long strength undone? 
He loves mo, or he loves me not, 


But as my task is weil-nigh done, 


A voice rings through the quiet spot, 
Hetwint the shadow and the sun, 
“ Why fear that | should love you not ¢ 


——  —— 


OBSERVATIONS. 
BY MAX ADELER. 


It is now, we believe, definitely set 
tled that the Briggses will have to move 
away from their house next door to 
Biggses. Mrs. Biggs went down to Salem 
to spend a week, a short time ago, and she 


she directed to their residence. Of course 
the stupid postman left the epistle at the 
house of Briggs; and Mrs. B. seeing a let- 
ter written by a woman, directed, as she 
supposed to her husband, was i diately 
on fire with jealousy and curiosity. She 
determined to open it. It began with ‘‘My 
dearest,” and ended with ** Your lovin, 
Amelia.” One of the sentences contain 
thia information: ‘‘I must tell you, darl- 
ing, that I wore the diamonds you gave 
me, to church on Sanday, and they were 
universally admired.” hen Mrs. Briggs 
had read all this, she uttered a fearful 
scream and fainted away. Upon reviving, 
she put the letter in her pocket and de- 
termined to leave the house forever. She 
packed her trunk, and pat on her bonnet, 
and then, as it was nearly time for briggs 
to come home, she concinded to wait and 
have it out with him. When he came in 
the front-door she was sitting on the stairs 
with her umbrella in her hand and her 
trunk in the entry all ready to go. His 
first remark was— 

**Going anywhere, Maria?” 

lsat she sat silent and glared gloomily at 
him. Then he saw something was wrong, 
and he advanced and tried to kiss her in 
order to get her confidence. Hat she rose 
and p ing bis ribe fiercely with her am- 
brella, she exclaimed— 

** Don't come near me, you monster. Go 
to your Amelia—yea, to your Amelia! ha, 
ha! ves, go to her!” 

‘* Why, Maria, what is the meaning of 
this extraordinary conduct ?” 

** Don't talk to me, sir! Go and talk to 
your Amelia, your darling Amelia! Go 
and buy her more diamonds—and waste 
millions on her, while your wife and chil- 
dren starve; yes, you wretch—starve!" 

‘* Maria, this is very singular behavior. 





What are you ing about ?” 
* You Ww — you villain. 
Bat I'll tell you again. I've got hold of 


one of Amelia's letters!! I've found you 
out. Now I know where all your money 

to! It's infamous—atterly infa- 
mous.” And Mrs. Briggs went into a fit 
of hysterics, with her head inst the 
banister. Briggs picked up the letter and 
read it. Then he said— 

**Upon my word, Maria, you are 
a very great deal of fuss about a very 
matter.” 

**How dare you insult me, you brute! 
Do you call it a small matter to be sending 
diamonds to that woman, and to have her 
write you scandalous letters, in which she 

‘her darling’ Ob, it's in- 
famons!" 


** The letter isn't for me. It's for Biggs. 
It is from his wife, you don't know what 
you're talking about.” 

Then Mrs. Briggs, after examining the 
letter again, flew into B ‘s arms and 
cried some more. Then carried her 

she took off 
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investigation until the next day when the 


company would be gone. That t they 
had fried sa for supper. And the 
guests took e y one fm. iece of 
that. When Chabb to nil at it, 
he shouted, ‘‘Immortal Moses! Louisa, 


Then she suddenly rose and 
darted for the kitchen, and in a few mo- 
ments a hired girl might have been seen 
emerging from Chubb's house for the puar- 
a of seeking an intelligence office. 
rs. Chubb remarked the next day during 
an interview with Mrs. Briggs that ‘‘ there'll 
never be no peace in this land until there 
is no law agin’ murderin’ servant girls.” 


—A family named Kemper moved into 
a house in our row last week, and Benja- 
min P. Gunn, the life-insurance agent, 
who lives in the same row, was the first 
caller. He dropped in to see if he couldn't 
take out a a Mr. Kemper. Mrs. 
Kemper came down to the parlor to see 
him. 
** I suppose,” said Gunn, ‘ Mr. Kemper 
has no insurance on his life.” 

** No,” said Mra. Komper. 

‘* Well, I'd like to get him to take a 
policy in our age. It's the safest in 
the world; the largest capital, smallest 
rates, and biggest dividends.” 

‘* Mr. Kemper don't take much interest 
in such things now,” said Mrs. K. 

“Well, madam, but he ought to, in 


No man knows 
when he will die, and by paying a ridiou- 
lously small sum now, i Kemper can 
leave his family in affluence. I'd like to hand 
you, for him, a few pamphlets containing 
statistics upon the subject; may I?” 

“Of course, if you wish to.” 

** Don't you think he can be induced to 
insure ?" asked Gann. 

** [hardly think so,” replied Mra. Kem 

** He is in good health, I suppose ? 
he complained lately of being sick ?” 


** Not ee 
- if he has any considerable 


wealth 

** Not a cent.” 

“Then of course he must insure. No 
poor man can afford to neglect such an op- 
portunity. I suppose he travels some- 
times; goes abont in railroad cars and 
other dangerous places?" 

**No, be keeps very quiet.” 

** Man of steady habits, I s'pose ?” 

** Very steady.” 

“ He is the very man I want,” said Gunn. 
“I know I can sell him a policy.” 

“I don't think you can,” replied Mrs. 
Kemper. 

“Why? When will he be home?’ I'll 
callon him. I don't know of any reason 
why I shouldn't insure him.” 

‘*I know,” replied Mra. K. 

“Why ?” 

“He has heen dead tirenty-seven years '” 
said the widow. 

Then Gunn left all of a sudden. He 
will not insure any of the Kempers. 

—Chubb's clock got out of order the 
other day and began to strike wrong. That 
was the cause of the fearful excitement at 
his house on Wednesday night. They 
were all in bed sound asleep at midnight, 
when the clock suddenly strack fire. The 
new hired girl, happening to wake just as 
it began, heard it and boanced out of bed, 
under the impression that morning had 
come. And as it is as dark at 5 A. Me just 
at this season as at midnight, she did not 
peresive her mistake, but went down into 
the kitchen and to get breakfast. 
While she was bustling about in a pretty 
lively manner, Chabb happened to wake, 
and he heard i 
room door cautiously, and crept softly to 
the head of the stairs to listen. He could 
distinctly hear some one moving about the 
kitchen and dining-room, and tly 
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E 





























jost 








































eEeEeeeeEeEeEEe OU eee Ve eee eae ane eS eperse FSS eseaPTRESEPERERE 







































Jan 10, 1874.) 





THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 








1874. 1874, 


OUR OPENING STORIES 


FOR 


THE NEW YEAR. 


We shall begin in next week's paper 
No. 25), @ fascinating novelet of English 
life entitled 


THE 
GHOST OF NORMAN PARK ; 


OR, 
TWO WOMEN WRONGED. 
BY MARY ATHERSTONE BIRD; 


to be followed by the thrilling romance of 
Northern and of Tropical life— 


THE SEA OF FIRE; 


OR, 
ON THE BRINK OF A PRECIPICE. 
BY MAUBICE F. EGAN. 


Also, by a new story from the pen of 
Bure Taounsvry, whose late work, ‘‘ Jxasrx 
Dare, The Conductor's Daughter,” excited 
mach interest by its strange plot and strik- 
ing incidents. His new serial will be on- 
titled 

+ 


HARD TIMES; 


OR, 


THE REAL VICTIMS OF THE PANIC. 


A TALE OF THE WINTER OF 1873-74. 


It is scarcely necessary to state to those 
acquainted with Tux Post, that the best 
stories of Love, Adventure, and High and 
Low Life, in this country and in England, 
ete., to be found in any weekly paper, will 
appear in our columns during the coming 
year. Our Letters, Miscellaneous Ar- 
ticles, ete., also will be of the highest cha- 
racter. 


A WOMAN'S VOW. 


BY MARY E. WOODSON. 


OHAPTER XXXII. 
SHOOTING AT A MARK. 


Were Earle Templeton's om and 
obduracy of te:aperament melted away by 
this one tender, passionate episode? 

Alas! no. The bulwarks were heaped 
higher than ever against every inroad of 
feeling ; and if he had seemed a statue of 
bronze before, he was hardened into cast- 
iron now. Yet, to outsiders, the transfor- 
mation did not appear at once; nor could 
it have been attributed to any especial 





like Pandora's box, so many evils bad 
seemed to emanate, bot, passionate tears 
may have scalded his haggard face, and 
been visible to human eyes; but now, if 
known at all, they dried upon his heart and 
left their biister there. 

To James Barrycourt, who had seen 
him an hour before Horace Eglinston had 
appeared to summon him to the death-bed 
scene that must live in his memory for- 
ever, he seemed the same steady-nerved, 
strong-thinki reasoner, when the for- 
mer called at office, the next morning 
at ten o'clock, to consult him upon a knot- 
ted question at law. 

His opinion—the correct one, as it 

roved to be—was given at once; and 
court returned his thanks. 

“No sort of dissipation the previous 
night seems to render you muddled in the 
morning—as it does every one else,” said 
the latter, ‘‘and yet I would wager, from 
the circles around your eyes, that you 
were playing éoarte last night, until the 
day dawned.’ 

**No;" answered Templeton, as he went 
on arranging some papers, ‘‘ I did not play 
at all.” 

A few days later, Barrycourt informed 
him that he expected to be married very 
soon, and desired him to be one of his at- 
tendants. 

*** Es ta, Brate,’” said Templeton, with a 
smile. ‘I bad counted on yuu as a club- 
room associate for years to come.” 

“Rather let me hope that my own ex- 
am ma ve tagi us,” p! A hi 
rear Rnd that I may soon wish you 
happiness in own domestic circle.’ 

*No. When I take you to the altar, 
I shall bid you a final good-bye, old fel- 
low.” 


** How strange it is that you have never 
loved,” said Barrycoart, innocently. 

** Do you think so?” replied the other, 
quietly. ‘* Well, you see, my dear Barry- 
court, the world is made up of all sorts of 





** Yea, I bave been told so—though for 
my own part, I have always held the par- 
ticles of agg buomanity not so very 
different after except as we shape our 
own destinies. But do you know, Temple- 
ton, I have always imagined, that were 

to love once it would be with a passion 
tile short of idolatry—that you would 
never forget; and that you could hate 


with equal intensity where your animosity 
eS 
** Perbaps you have not read me amiss,” 








generali dit en Rn teaiitinenennl 


not have banded down from our first 
parents,” he with aemile. ‘‘ But my 
own life has —perhape ex- 
ceptional, and — we if you please, Bar- 
ryoourt, have a glass of ale.” 

“Which means,” the other, 
with o as he him into a sa- 
leon, ** the sub must be dropped. 


Well, ‘le roi le veut,’ so amen |" 
And it was never renewed. 


Templeton was at ” 
and “stood” with a pretiy, rosy-cheeked 
He had in the beginning, 


rally, but his friend had appeared hart, 
and he had given over. 
“Bach a love of a man!” the young 
ladies had all cried; ‘he is as cold an ice, 
and as polished.” And they had crowded 
around rt to know what the ex- 
of the other had been in the af- 
of the heart. While he, smiling and 
amused, had inimitable graces and inna- 
merable “jeux d'eaprits’ for each; and 
when, at a late hour, he took his depar- 
ly behind 
tarning 


majority of persons, with 


however, to miss ne ag 
oftener ; and nently be 
through their old 
vain. 
do hide yourself?” he 
evening when he returned a 
to his office to find him there, 
after a long search. 

Se ee ne ss ee 


to see 
one must 


E 


One evening later, Barryooart was never 
than when he stumbled 


more 
by the merest chance, upon Earle Tem- 

jeton in an obsoure shooting-gallery, firing 
industriously at a mark fifty yards dis- 
tant. 


‘In the name of all that is rational, 
what are you doing?” was the astonished 
question. 

“Shooting at a mark, as you see,” re- 
plied ‘Templeton, coolly. ‘There is no- 
thing, my r James, which we do at all, 
that should not be done to the very best of 
our ability.” 

**IT was not aware that you courted the 
favor of Mars, as well as Minerva,” an- 
awered the other. ‘“ Bat, pray, how often 
would you expect to bit that?’ 

**Come,” replied Templeton. ‘ You 
know six months ago you won the prize, 
as the best shot of our circle. Let us 
measure our skill against each other now.” 

Barryoourt took the pistol from his 


and. 

**I think I oan strike it—even at that 
distance—once in half a dozen times, if 
my hand has not lost its cunning.” 

He commenced to fire—one! two! three! 
four! The fifth was in a hair's breadth ; 
and, true to his word, the sixth pierced the 
blank. He returned the pistol to Temple- 
ton with a smile. 

The first shot of the latter missed—as 
Barryoourt's fifth had done; the remain- 
ing five went direct to the mark each time. 

** Good heavens!" exclaimed bis friend, 
in astonished admiration. ‘ Inall my ex- 
perience I have never seen anything like 
that. Whatever you engage in, you must 
excel all other men.” 

** Exoept in ‘the affairs of the heart,’ you 
know,” replied Templeton, with one of his 
cold, repellant smiles. ‘So you think I 
have attained more than average skilfal- 
ness here ?” 

**T tell you nothing ever surpassed it. 
One would think you had been practicing 
here for some trial of skill upon which 
your life depended.” 

** You think so ?” responded Te 
** Well, after all, who knows? Perhaps it 
may.” 


let 





OHAPTER XX\XIIL 
THE EXILES AT NAPLES. 

Our readers must imagine themselves 
looking out on the world-renowned bay of 
Naples, with ite hundreds of flotillas, filled 
with gay pleasure-seekers, apparently with- 
out a thonght in the world save those af- 
forded by the passing moment, while here 
and there were to be seen all along the 
coast the rougher barges of the drowsy, 
indolent fishermen. 

The city itself slept in the distance. In- 
deed everything around wore a semi- 
somnolent appearance. The streets were 
crowded witb foot-passengers and pleasure 

bat each and all wore a lazy, 
self-satisfied look. No one jostled another. 
Nobody was ever in a hurry here. Care 
should not be in public by one, 
no matter how darkly it might lie in the 
closet at home to scare away the joy of an- 


other. Let peace reign a the counte- 
nance, though the mantle should conceal a 
hostile stiletto 


It is in Naples, of all the world, that one 
realizes his idea of a life of luxury. Here 
the hardest laborer from abroad falls readi- 
ly into the “‘deloe far niente” of the 
Italians. 

On the beach, this evening, strolled an 
erect military man of sixty, with some 
scars, and several insignia of rank; and a 
pretty, dark-eyed woman, perhaps of three- 
and-twenty. 

They were both English—you could tell 
that at a glance—and when they spoke to 
each other—though that was not often—it 
was gonerally in their mother tongue. The 
man wore a look of easy complacency, as if 
he were entirely satistied with everything 
about him. The woman, on the other 
hand, had sometimes a dreamily thought- 
ful, if not melancholy expression. 

They were General Charles Kansom and 


general was an old soldier ih her 

majesty s service of considerable means — 
bat recently married; and with an indefi- 
nite leave of absence from the army. 

The lady was known to the reader, not 
year ago, as Miss Violette Worthington. 

The old soldier had met and loved her 
in the new home to which she had been 
taken’ after our last meeting. He had 
wooed and taken her anquestioningly as 
his wife. And she had determi to 
repay him with a life of unquestioned 
fidelity. 

The tread of horses’ hoofs was heard be- 
hind them, and soon after a carriage drove 
slowly by. 


suddenly to her husband, ‘ can you 
me who they are?” 


ago. They have passed a year or so of 
their lives in Eo were there, I 
as et Ge Cee yon NO) cae See 
is 


“Ab! Then I have seen ber!” 

The quick start and earnest manner were 
unobserved by the general, as he con- 
tinned :_- 

“They do say that while in our country 
she became involved in a love scrape with 
some young man of brilliant talents but 
——_ obscurity, whom her father 
and r could not think of itting 
her to marry; and that she is dying of « 
broken heart in conse: nence.” 

“Poor lady. I had heard the —all 
bat the melancholy se«jnel,” ans Mrs. 
with a 9 


“ Bat, my dear,” said the general, “it 
strikes me that these broken hearts are 


** It is a courtesy I owe him,” the 
—. * Alvarez and I are quite good 

riends." 

And that very evening, so cleverly does 
&@ woman mancuvre a way when she wills 
it shall be, Jnan Alvarez was bowing low 
over the handof Mrs. Charles Kansom, in 
the hotel of the latter. 

** My danghter—dear child,” he said ten- 
derly, ‘‘has an jal love for all the 
Enghish. Bhe will be giad to see you, ma- 
dame, at our villa.” 


A day or so later and Mrs. Ransom bad 
found her way to the sick girl's obamber. 

Never had the beauty of Nina Alvares 
strack her more forcibly than now, when 
ashe lay all unadorned, with her golden hair 
trailing over the lace of ber pillows like 
molten gold, and the rose-colored drape- 
ries of her chamber casting a faintly re- 
flected glow upon her pure white face. 

** No wonder he loved her,” she thought, 
with asigh. ‘* Yetherea false pride of 
must interfere to separate these two, in 
every respect no fitted for each other; for 
if nature has any grades in rank, Earle 
Templeton was born a king.” 

Nina Alvarez talked bnt little during 
this first visit. Sho lay a greater portion 
of the time with clasped hands, not listen- 
ing to those about her, as Violette Kanrom 
plainly saw; bat with thoughts far away 
from all present surroundings. 

“You will have to make an effort to 
arouse her,” said the anxious father; ‘‘she 
always relapses into that comatose state 
unless you are speaking omy! to her.” 

On the next occasion Mra. Ransom did 


| grandeur of your own egotiam ; saying, al 

| mont defiant, “Iam sufficient ante my- 
| eelf,” you have invoked the storm, and 
| must endure ite fury. ** Tibi seria, tibi 


ly borne a part. 

Day by day the vital spark of life faded 
more and more wan, and the watchers 
knew that the end was not far off now. 
Bebastian 


a 
with teers in voice and | 


with me now, but oh, I should so like to 
see him once before I go! It can do no 
harm, as you see. Think, both of you, and 
then answer me.” 


looked up at hia father. 
“She is right,” he said. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 
ANOTHER SUMMONS, 


If anything could have surprised Farle 
Tempiolen, tes letter which received 
from Juan Alvares would have done ao. 

He had heard nothing of the exiles since 
their departure from England, and now a 
communication lay before him, entreat- 
ing, yos, hambly entreating, that he would, 
at fora time overlook the injustice 
that had been done him, and respond to 
eed mp ne of a dying woman by hasten- 
ing f person to her a last farewell. 

*That is truly a wise adage tu his lan. 
guage which saya, ‘Ben vienes, «i vienes 
solo,'” said Earle Templeton, bitterly. 
*“ Weloome, misfortune, if thon coment 
aloe! but for me, the trying ordeals of 
life seem always two-fold. Am I stronger 
to bear, or am I doubly-acoarsed.” 

There was no hesitation for him. She 
had been true, whatever might be said of 
others. Her broken heart too fatally 
proved this, and he owed her at least the 
recompense which she had asked. 

To start on the journey was the matter 
of a few hours, with one of bis ready de- 
cision and quick movements. 

4 ‘Travelling day and night, at last he was 
driving through the streets of the Italian 
city. Noone conld have told that he had 
not been “‘ born a Roman," raised and nur 
tured here, so ‘‘ native and to the manor’ 
did he seem. He spoke the language with 
fluency, and at onoe obtained rooma and 





arouse her to a startled, alarming int t. 
** Miss Alvarez,” she said, softly, Me you 


ref ta; and the dnat of travel 
brashed from his person, he dispaiched a 
ger to Don Alvarez to apprize him 





do not know how your face haunted me 
here, until I ascertained your name, and 
then I knew that I had seen you before. 
You could not have been in N , in Eng- 
land, withont attracting a great deal of at- 
tention.” 

The dark eyes of the Spanish girl opened 
to their fullest extent, and for the first 
time she looked her visitor inquisitively in 
the face. 

“And you saw me there?” she asked, 
with a half gasp. 

Ld Yes Lad 


“Ah! Inee. How conld I forget you! 
You are Violette Worthington.” 

‘*No longer Violette Worthington,” she 
answered, with a smile, half of gratifica- 
tion, half of regret. ‘1 am now married 
to General Oharies Kansom, who has the 
honor of an acquaintance with your fa- 


er. 
Nina Alvarez had half averted her face. 

**T know some of your friends in N . 
pursued Mrs. Ransom, resolately. 

“Hash!” said the sick girl, flushing 
painfully ; ‘I can’t stand it yet; I had no 
friend there.” 

** You have done yourself and others a 
gross injustice,” replied her visitor, un- 
flinchingly. ‘* There was one who would 
have died to serve you.” 

**I never knew that one,” returned Nina, 
with a choking sob. 

**Hash! Listen to me,” said Mrs. Ran- 
som, quickly. ‘I, also, would bea friend 
to you. You did know the one to whom I 
alluded, and his name was—" 

**Ab! why are you here to torment me! 
Do you not see whet your work has already 
done? You will surely spare me now.” 

**IT wound again to heal the old fester. 
The name you did not let 16 finish was 
Earle Templeton. It should pain me more 
to say it than you to hear, for he did love 

ou." 
‘i Ab! he was false to all, I see,” sobbed 
the invalid. 

“False tonone,” replied Violette, with 
proud energy. ‘‘I was weak enough to 
love him, because no woman with disen- 
gaged affections could see him often and 
not do that; but as heaven ia my judge, 
he never loved me, or professed to do #o 
You have been cruelly deceived. He had 
given you his whole heart, and yon alone.” 

**Ab,” cried Nina, *‘ you will kill me! 
Did I not see with my own eyes!" 

‘*I know,” replied the other, ‘‘ yet it was 
still a mistake.” 

“How?' exclaimed Nina, with rising 
indignation. “You will compel me to 
speak! Maddened with joalonsy, yet in 
atigated by a faint hope, in spite of the 
most convincing evidence, did I not look 
down on yon, in person, from another 
door, when you emerged from his, after a 
clandestine interview ?” 

** And I protest to you, by my hopes in 
this life, and as I would pray for mercy in 
that to come, that he was innocent,” re 
tarned Violette, passionately. ‘‘It was 
all the cruel plot of the villains who had 
falsely enti you there, that thty miyht 
thwart him in his dearest hopes.” And abe 
explained to her astonished listener every 
circumstance of the f note , the mar- 
vellous imitation of ing, and Temple- 


ton's dambfounded amazewent and speedy 


dismissal of ber when she appeared. 
“Then,” cried Nina, eagerly, and she 
drew from ber bosom the cran pled sheet 
of paper that had been sent to her as an 
intercepted communication from Temple 
ton to the woman before her, “ you will 
tell me that he never spoke to you of this 


—never wrote this to you?” and she gave | 


it into Mrs. Ransoms hands. “I bave 
kept tt by me day and night” she wailed, 





“that I might have constantly present 
proofs of his treachery, and might the Let- 


” said Mrs. Ransom, turning | ter strive to forget him ; bat it has been 


all in vain—all in vain '” 
** Because,” answered Violette, looking 


‘** Where?” asked the general, aroused | the other resolutely in the face, ‘yon Lave 
around. 


somewhat, and glancing 


** Why there, of course, in that softly- | Earle Templeton never wrote that, for tie | 
It seems to | simple reason, if for no otber, that he was 


vettara before us! 


been cherishing a wonstrous falsebood 


me that I have seen them both—the old | two coldly reticent about his own matters 


tleman with the sad bat 
a the beantifal wea 
out driving every day ; yet she never seems 
to grow better. Who are ” 
* Ab!” replied ber 


us air, | to do so. Ah, the 
y are him has indeed been 


oe sworn against 
itterly wreaked.” 


Yes, bitterly, oh, Earle Templeton! 


Bat the lees of the wine-<up have not yet | 
** IT hed in- | been drained! Trusting in 


no strength 


of bia arrival. 

The answer came promptly— 

“Come at once. You are not an hour 
too soon.” 

Don Alvarez met him at the door of his 
villa, The old man was thin with long vigils. 
He was tearful and heart-broken, and 
wrang Templeton's hand with spasmodic 


energy. 

Bekastion Alvarez passed him with a 
haughty bow in one of the saloons, 

As he entered her chamber Nina turned 
with a bright amile. 

*\ Ab, I prayed Heaven to permit me to 
live until yon came, and it has answered 
my prayer. It was eo good in you to for. 
= all and come, but you could not re- 

use a dying woman,” 

It was almost word for word, the same 
that sho, his first love, had said to him bat 
a few months before. Then, however, the 
visible fountain of bis tears had been ox 
hausted, they could no more spring into 
light. He bent over her very tenderly, and 
pressed her transparent band. 





any and all obstacles as soon an I heard, 
but you are not so ill, are you? You look 
very bright. You cannot be very ill.” 

** They tell mo that I am.” 

** What is it, Nina? Do you suffer very 
mach ?" 

**No pain at all, Earle. 


My learned physicians ase all sorts of 
technicalities, and shometimes they let drop 
anoh everyday phrases an neglected cold, 
nervous debility, and general lack of vital 
power, but what does it all matter now the 
end has come" 

**God grant that it may be a long way 
off,” he answered, favenntl ' 

** Hash!" she replied. “I am #o glad 
ao giad and thankfal. I had asked bat one 
boon of Heaven an hour ago, that had not 
been granted, and now that in fulfilled 
You will be beside me when I drop off 
into the last sleep. 
not well. You Took hollow-eyed and il 
Has anything troubled yen?” 

**Do you tink I could see you thas, 
and not grieve?” he asked, in perfect nin 
oority. 

** Bot you must not worry over me. bo 
you not ses how cheerful Iam! Try to be 





| #0 too for this one evening, dear. You 
| were never in onr sonth land before. Is 
| not everything beantifal here? Poor dar 


| ling papa thonght that I was ongratefal, 
and did not admire it all; but I do, 
| thongh I have not said mach. Do you 
| hear the yay Italians outside, the pleasure 


parties on the lake, and the bar playing 
that beantifal air from the opera of 
‘Traviata!’ They played it that night 


| when we went together to the opera-boune 
'in N , and the pretty, dark-eyod woman 
| looked at na so earnestly from the neigh 
boring bor. Lo you know, Earle, that I 
cannot help thinking she had a great deal 
| to do with onr separation '” 
| “Oh, darling! what an idea!” he an- 
| ewered. ** That ia oneof your sick fancies.’ 
The sick fancy conld nevertheless shame 
| all his philosophical speculation# or legal 
deductions. 
**T have dreamed of that face so often 


| of late, Karle,” she went on. How talk 
ative sbe had wnsince he came! ‘‘And 
| T bave fancied her porsuing you with re- 


' lentless hatred still. Who was she?” 
| “9 do pot know, Nina And I had never 
thought of her since. It is one of your 
| poetic dreams.” 
*“* Well, some ene wrote those letters, 
you know: and why may uot she have had 


& part in it?’ 
Aye, why net? Some one had done it, 
surely 
** Weill, it is all over now,” hoe an 
| gwered, “and we will not think of it 
any more. It was a devils work, and may 


Heaven punish the perpetrator as he or 
| sho deserves. ' 
** Don't!” ahe interrnpted with a bright 


amile, for she Lad thonght it but a proof 
'of bis love for her. ** You mast forgive 
them, as I do. I would not have it other 


| wise. Iam very happy now 

**God keep all knowledge of the wretch 
who did that from my mind forever,” 
he cried bitterly, ‘‘or I might do a deed 


tended presenting you to them some days | but your own; gloomily wrapped in the | that woul! render me doubtfal of the 





forgiveness of Heaven. I could never be 
patient like you, Nina.” 

“ Well, no, | suppose not Men are so 
different from women anyway. | wonder 
if we ever could understand each other 


| well 


He pressed ber white, slender Gn, to 
his lips, and bowed hie face upon t in 
silence. Ob, how well she had loved him 


always; and all the tenderest feclings ot | 





dora, anc canght bat a glimpse of bis im- 
mobile white face, with the dark, fathom 
lena, shadowy eyes, were haunted by their 
| @tpression for hoarse ward. 
, Unoe, as he passed slong, « little girl, 
with intel! oe beyond ber years, crept 
| timidly te hie «ide, and thrast into bis 
band a bouquet of ex ;aisite fowera. 
““Nanetta is very sorry for you,” she 
whispered, in the mellifuons socents of 





his manhoo.! had been buried in 
cofftia | 
He could pot realize that this woman, 


| whe had been so saperbly brilliant in her 


“Let it be | over the d 


**I would have hastened to you throngh | 


There haa been | 
but little physical suffering all the while. | 


lint Farle, you too are | 





Alvarez bad left his young | beauty, cold be wasted and dying now 
bride in her distant home, and come It must all be « dream. The curtains | least half over with mea, | 
qtickly in answer to his father's sammons, | serves the window were drawn, but through | shoulders have become inured to 
for be too loved this beantiful sister with | their softly tinted felds the sun 
all the ardor of bis fiery, passionate nature. so cheerfully, 

* Papa and darling brother,” she whis-| floated in at the open casement, bringing 
one atill evening as the | ee & @ay Yoloes and music on its 

* Thave | breath, ing a thousand enchanting per. 
a last favor to ask now, that I know you | fumes to the at r 
will not refuse. It is only a matter of days | it wantomed over brilliant fowers flelde 


glimmered 
and the balmy breeses 


of the room, as 


E 


of roses ere coming te kiss her 
rumple with a tender touch the waves of 
gold above her pale brow. Life and gayety 
were jubilant cverywhere. Only sickness 


Sebastian Alvares buried his face in his | and death followed his footsteps, and fresh 
hands for a moment, and his frame shook | graves opened ever along his 
as with some violent effort to subdue or | mod nadie cn natin cn te tannin 
command himself. Then, after a little, ho | asked softly after a an he lifted his 

ait 


bead and saw a emile of ineffable 


ral 


that you had 
fore we met, and that 
great, tender, chivalrous pity for me UY 
all, Bat then any other woman with a 
heart in ber bosom would bave loved you 
as I did, Lknow. You, these are sick : 
oles, bat you must humor me just a little 
\ ” 


Another panse, oh! so mournful in the 
present ity and in tortaring memories, 
and then abe spoke again. 

‘Earle, are you and Sebastian very 

friends?” 

**T met him bat a moment since,” he an- 
awered with a« start, thongh she did not 
notice that. ‘' Wo have never seen a great 
deal of each other, you know; and, like 
myself, I do not think he is a person to 
fourm ready attachments.” 

* Yea, [ know; but he is so proud and 
impetuous, and you are anything bat meek 
or sabminsive, I was always afraid somo- 
thing had happened to make you bitter, 
relentiens enemies. 1am very glad that is 
a fancy.” 

** Do not let that disturb you,” he said, 
anxiously. “I am by your side, and will 
not leave until you send me away. You 
have been talking #0 little before, I am 
afraid you have exhausted yourself very 
much.” 

** Well, I am tired, very tired, Farle. 
Will you lift me a little on my pillows, and 
then watch until I fall asleep? I have 
been talking too much.” 

Her breath came in short, quick gasps. 
From beyond, through the open casement, 
the soand of gay voices floated in upon the 
air, The Italian band had changed from 
**La Traviata” to the sad, but brilliant 
**Addio” of NSohubert, diatinotly audible 
above the din of the oity, and the yet 
londer roar of the ocean beyond. 

Templeton glanced toward the door in 
alarm. 

**No,” she said, ‘‘do not oall any one. 
It is nothing--only I have tired myself a 
little too much. I shall be better soun. 
You may remove one of the pillows now, 
Ah, it is no awootly strange to have you for 
my nurse!" 

“You do not think you are worse, 
Nina?t” 

** No, aa I said, only very tired.” 

His strong arm lifted the light, frail 
form; and as he placed her gently back, 
the long lashes drooped till they lay on her 
white chooks. 

‘Are you falling asleep, Nina ’’ 

You.” The dark eyes opened! once 
more with a weary look. ‘ And you will 
keep watch just a little while, Farle?" 

** (dod bleas you, Nina yes.” 

The sunlight, the music and the breeze 
oame in afresh to bear him oompany in bia 
vigil. 

Lome one opened the door softly, and 
ee tarned with a warning look. 

ash!" be whispered. “lo not wake 
her. Nhe ia sleeping so quietly now,” 

The doctor moved to his side on tiptoe, 
and leaned over ber. The lips were parted 
with a smile, but it was unvarying like 
that of a statae. He placed bia hand 


apon hor wrist. 
“Bhe will never awake ain in this 
world,” be said, solemaly. “The atrayyle 
between life and death haa at last ended, 
and death has won.” 

You, the spirit, pare as an infant's, had 


| glided quietly away into the great shadowy 


world beyond, with « last thought for a 


| last blessing upon the man she had loved, 


and for love of whom she had given ap ali 
that was, or might have been, so bright 
and promising in this world, and broken 
her beart 


OCHATLERK ANAY 
The brilliant tide of life ontaide the 
Spaniards villa flowed on as though | 
nothing bad happened. And, in trath, | 
what wae it? One frail harman form had | 
retarned to the dast from which it had 
aprony, jart as one leaf might fall in 


Italy « beautiful valambrosas, never to be 


missed --to be walked over, crashed into | 
ita moth r earth and forgotten anch very | 
waifs anch mere atoms in creation are | 
wo! | 


Here the shalow did rest for awhile 


| No one who had seen this beantifal dead 


woman could forget ber at once. Maw 

dust several inches thick covered the! 

earth for several syneres, and carriages | 
| 


that rattled elsewhere in reckless speed 
moved here almost without a sound; and 
the oecapanta lovked ap at the closed 
blinds aud the muffled knocker, with its 
floating badye of crape, as thongh fearing 
still to distarb something there. Bat | 
visitors in gay eqaipages were no longer 
driving ap, and getting softly ont to 


make whispered inquiries of a footman— 
stationed in the ball, and then turning 
away with ominons gravity on their fares, | 


Even the cals of those sage doctor of 
medicine whe had met and consulted there 
ao often, to find that all their «kill was bat 
as sonnding bra and a tinkling cymbal, 
were no longer to be seen in frout of the 


piecza, No more of your naaseons drags! 
The end of time is already here, and ‘* to 
morrow hith nu wore to nay to youterday , 


for evermore 

Farle lompleton bad returned to his ho 
tel with the look of one for whom Fate | 
hath po more phials of wrath to be ex. | 
pended. There had been nv ontbarst of 
grief vo heavy tread the night through 
acrues hin floor The man intuitively 
shrank from every possible appeal to ba- 
man sympathy; yet those who sat at table 
with him, or even passed Lim in the corri- 





| the wheat by thinking 


| ber other ton . while tears gleamed 
in her bright om 7 

| “Ab, little one,” he returned, in « mut 
| tered tone, ‘you stand in greater need of 
sympathy than I. The march of life ie at 
and my 


| ite bar 
| den ; while you you have yet to be ie 

Siz months I sbould have 
felt no y for you, thinking that 
were to & woman, bat now I 


53¢ 
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stood alone amid the dead 
the fleld of battle, did Earle 
ton a r now; and yet in h 
heart he knew that thone last words of 
lead woman had been trae, and that, wi 
all her fresh, young loveliness, she had won 
from him in life only a semblance of ten- 
derness—-only a ‘‘ grand pity” for the love 
she had borne him. Bat it was the utter 


44 


indeed. 

Hage trees, with their shining white 
chestnat-blossoma, let fall a shower of 
leaves upon his head. The wy 
wan filled with mille-flenr odors, Above, 
thore was life «till; bat he thonght only of 
the dead, who had gone to their eternal 
rest. Evening dews gathered upon the 
spring violets that olastered beyond the 
fresh earth. ‘Twilight shadows were steal. 
ing over the graves, and the birds were 
seeking their roost in the boughs that 
awayed above, when Templeton came out 
and turned toward the city. On the public 
way the lavaroni began to throng about 
him. To be freed from their annoyances, 
he threw a handfal of coin to a distance 
and pushed on. ~~. 

In the entrance to one of the streets 
under an archway of lights, a woman in 
the garb of a Hohemian stopped him. 


“IT know it already,” he returned, im- 
patiently. ‘‘Nmall need of a soothsayer to 
in the past.” 

* The past, stranger! Life is nearly 
before you. You have but begun to live.” 

** Ghod forbid |” 

“Do you think the place from which 
you have come so inviting?” 

**More than that to whic I am going ; 
for in the former there ins at least reat.” 

** What right have yon to talk of reat? 
In not life « continued transmigration ?” 

“Aye, I grant ye. Hat the oldest phi- 
losophors wore wisest. It were beat never 
to be born, or being born, to die as soon 
after as ponsible fet me pass on.” 

** What, becanse yon think the Hohe. 
“ee jugglory, like the reat?” 

“ on.” 

** Yon have jast left the dead. No won 
der that for the time all should seem 
vanity ; bat even at this moment life has 
-_ other duty for you, as you will oon- 
omen # 


** Ah, what is it?” 

** Tove may die, bat hatred lives, What 
in it that is causing you even now to hasten 
to another land ?” 

“Ha!” exclaimed Templeton, qaickly. 
* I do not anderstand.” 

“The loved has been buried, as I may. 
bat the hated still lives, You envy the 
dead no mach that you would fain hastes 
to them yourself, or send another there 
Yon do not forget at least that you have an 
inanit to avenge.” 

“No. In that you are right,” he ox 
claimed, unoonacion ly clenching bin teeth 





“Well; and after that, ambition will 
incite = as before, Most mon's patares 
need elevating. yours, toning down. With 


you thore ts wtill redundancy of feeling 
When it has worn away, you will love 
again 


** Ha! ha’” langhed Templeton, harshly 
| * You have amnved me, and for that I give 
you credit. For diversion, men who have 


neon the world as [ have may well pay, 
and he dr ppel as vereign in her hand, 
and passed on 

** When fate has revealed to you what I 


have said, then remember the bohomian, 
mattered the sibyl, bat Templeton was 
already out of hearing 

Hin way lod bin through « more fash 
jonable thoroughfare, and as he moved on, 
the brilliant illumination of the city 
ena! od bim to discern Sebastian Alvarez 
coming down on the opposite pavement 
The latter bad recognized Lim also, hem 
tated for a moment, and then crossed in 
front of bim 


**T leave Naplos in an hour, and we shall 
not meet again. Nothing that has hap 
poned will distart, our ol | anderatanding ?” 

**Ansareily not. There are inanita that 
can be wiped ont only in blood.” 

“True. Hat | am counted the best shot 
in Europe.” 

“Yon will be in Paris by the Jd?” said 
Templeton, unmoved 

*“Orinh 1,” was the emphatic rejoin 
der, and the Spaniard passed hanghtily 
on, mnttering, ** forher sake I woald have 


spared him, bat he hes the Eoglish obsti 
nacy «till #0 his fate be on his own head 
[here was a yrim emile of satisfaction 
npon Templeton « lips aa he entered his 
hotel, A pretty Italian looking oat from 
her room, beheld him, and mattered 
** Cioetbe bad seen joat soch a man when 


he painted the charactor of Fanst. An hoar 


' ago this Foglixhman had the face of a sor- 


rowing angel, and now he looks sardonic 
as the evil one himself 
Te 


etantued tm ou #!. Commenced in Ne, 16.) 


—_—- — 


€@ You may glean knowledge by read- 
ing, but you mast separate the chaff from 





iad * ae 


“* Htranger, let me tell your fortane. : 
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OUR PREMIUM CHROMO. 


We are gied to see that car beentifal | 
Carome, * 





of Life's Happy Hears,” | 
ia receiving its due meed of praise from 
our readers, We take the following «1 
tracts from recent letters, Mra. Olive 
King, our grecefal and witty New York 
correspondent, writes us” 

~ Tt te the Qneet picture eewed thie year |! 
presents to the Iie, perfect happy cee am! comtent 
ment. The face of the mother te not surpassed in | 
beauty by any of the Madonnas of the (rd Masters } 
I shall heve it framed and bang Gp ¥ here I ean look | 
@ ht often.” | 

Miss Anne L. Forcelle, whose charming 
shetobes have been so much admired, says: | 

“ The pictare te indeed ‘very pretty,” ae you Say. | 
J thipk i le mere than that. The sttitude of the 
mother te extremely peters! and gre eful, and the 
Acer little fellow scome lovingly intent upon her | 


nw 


edt umeent ! 
Mr. J. G. A, of Newtown, Md, | 
aye — 


‘Une of Life’ 


“] beve received the ( brome, 
Happy Hours,’ and am very mach pleased with It 


Mre. M. K. Williams, of Mystic, Con- 
peoticul, says 

“7 mest say the Chromo far exceeds mp coperte- 
Hen, The engraving, ‘(ne of Life's Happy Hoare,’ 
wee very popalas, but | think the (hrome wi) be 
yodged by mest peopie to caceed tn beauty any thing 
you have offered before, l'ieare to w nd w the fol 
lowing names.” 





—_—e 


MERRIS MOTHER. | 


BY MADGE CAKBOL. | 








“Mz Deanset Love 
* Bare of my best sffection, why 
continue silent? Why not speak at once? 


if ble, come to we-the moment you 
reed this, and we will arrange for the fu 
tare. Yoo will find me on the bridge, or | 
somewhere in Brown's lane, near the 
bridge. 
* Lovingly, your own 
Lh Zan bad 
Captain Hardigan finished reading this | 


remarkable missive, then took « survey of | 
the sarroanding landscape. A landscape, | 
by the way, © very pleasing featares, | 
family residences embowered in foliage, | 
of greeneward, 1ibbons of roads | 
winding in and out, distant bill-slopes, | 
varitinted with growing rain -and far | 
away, seeming to lift itself — the | 
violet line of the horteon, a silver river, 
with here and there the dot of a anowy | 
: | 
The little note anderwenut a second read. 
ing, and the landacape a second appeal to 
make this reading clear and while this ia 
going on we will take « little ran back 
werd in Csptain Hobart Hardigans | 
‘wake, ae he Limeelf would express it 
Three weeks previous, while span | 
along the streets of bia native city, be ba 
found bimeelf in the arma of Lom Zolli. | 
coffer. 
They bad been boys together, Tom | 
married in carly life, and had «bard strong | 
le to make both enda meet. Se bard, in 
Seed, that upon the cocanion of hin last) 
visit, pow twelve years ago, ('sptain Har- | 





d had concladed not to go again, The 
a mpliiceders were too proud to take his | 
oney, of which be bad an abandanoo, | 


kind-hearted to look 
apon sach a contest withont sohing to end 
it, Bo he gave little Seline a ton dollar | 
d-piece, ‘for a plagthing, and fled | 
m the house, leaving Tom to bis fate 
** Dm getting abead in the world famous | 
ly,” aaid this self same Tom, when matnal | 
ejaculations and congratulations over thoir 
unexpected meeting bad calmed down into 
coherent conversation. ‘' Was pretty low 
when I saw you last, and had « tough time | 
with scant wages and a house full of little | 
omes. Come to think, there were only three 
then, there's been three times three sine, 
yet I've only that nomber left. | 
Nothing would do bat the captain must | 
out bome with him. And the former 
was not slow in accepting the cordial, free 
and.easy invitation, being a little weary of 
bis hack, wandering life, and having al- 
most made op hia wind to let the Duloines 
start on her next voyage without him. | 
Then, too, some dim notion of marrying 
and settling down on abore im, | 
Tom gave this definite sbape and direction 


b 
The. got the dearest old maida, the 
cbarmingest widows, and the sweetest 


and be entirely loo 


| 


THE SATURDAY EVENING POST 


tien, some one awaited the lady and ber 


| benmdies. Tom threw the letter out of the 


window to this personage before the train 
And ne sooner had it done so 
than the former almost instantly disap. 


im the crowd around the station, | 


with only a dip from the bomming-bird's 
wings in their direction. 


course Captain Hardigan hede dozen | 


eed one questions to ask about Merri's 
mother, bat was forced to postpone them 
im consequence of « lengthy argument | 
favo @ residence in the rural districts, 
in © there was no contrary opinion, 
for Tom had it all to himeelf. | 


he had known | 
the seme. Besides this was « wife | 
an4 mother, he no business to be | 
thin im such a way. No} 
to see ber eyes | 


5 amen with 

' seen through « vista of 
bevel plane four young girls, in bof, 
biae, pi and white, were making _ 


tares of themselves, playing crequet 
ing Tom making long, swinging strides up 
the garden walk, the girl in pink and the 
one in white, Zee Zollicofler and her siater, 
came bounding forward, brandishing their 
lieta like t hawks, bat low them 
on observing the stranger, and advanced 
more deooronsly, Zee was tall, like her 
father. Tall and plomp, with an aban 
dance of tawny hair that lighted up ravisb- 
ingly, a large, nestles mouth, lovely teeth, 
a white rose complerion flecked with great 
golden freckles, and big blue eyes, thatched 
with brows and lashes like ber hair. Tri. 
eate, not being matrimonially eligible by 
reason of ber youth, ia not worthy a descrip. 
tion. Hufflce to say, it was quite apparent 
that she would never be the beauty Zee | 
wan, 
Alter giving each a resounding kina, Tom | 
introduced ls daughters 
‘My antedilavian friend, Hobart Har- 
igen, captain of the Dalcinea, a bachelor | 








who should have been in leading strings | 
thin twenty years, my daughter Zee, Cap, | 
aud this in Trieste, the baby, otherwise | 


known as Tippett, Where's mother, girls? | 
Zee took immediate posseasion of the | 
captaio, asking him if he played croquet, | 


}and leading him to be initiated in ite mys 


terion 

‘An old bachelor, girla,” abe found op 
portanity of whispering in the ears of buff 
and bine * Toon t he look exactly like 
the least bit-of a-younger Neptane 

“He's more like Banta Claus, replied 
the Mins in blue, whereupon Zee threatened 
her with her mallet, 

From that hour our friend foand himself 
in clover, ‘Tom was the veritable Tom of | 
yore, Mra. Zollicoffer being one of those 
people who lay to heart only the sad things 
of life, comfided at intervals the plaintive 
side of their family history, and Zee took 
him in ocbarge when it suited ber, alter 
nately petting and roolding aa if he were 
ap overgrown boy. Then, too, he made | 
ships for Tom junior, and went in search | 
of watera deep and atill enongh to sail 
them in, and «pared Trieste a world of | 
worriment by taking upon himself the en. | 
tire care of ber pets, the rabbits, these re | 
fractory creatares having filled ber juvenile 
breast with woe and wouder by manifesting | 
ap unnatural appetite for everything, even 
her little bronze vd gow in preference to 
those recommended as their legitimate | 
food 

‘To one havi 





™" spent half his years on | 
shipboard thia life was like entering an. | 
other world. And although at times the | 
voices of the old called to and entreated 
him, © n Hardi enjoyed bimeelf | 
thoroughly and no m ©. 

One afternoon, weary of ‘ inglorious 
ease,” he started alone on a long tramp 
over the hills, Retarning by another route, 
he came upon a cottage nestled on a wood s 
edge, like some brown bird's nest just 
dropped from a giant pine. ladeed it was 
eo small he — easily have passed it by | 
on the other had not a alender smoke. | 





young gitls ont our way you ever dreamed 
off. You aball have your pick of the pret 
tiest, my Zee included.” 

Bhe was christened Seline, bat her pa- 
rents concluding to shorten the name for 


use, took the last E, tacked it | thirsty, 


everyda 

to the ret, then dropped the second syl- 
lable altogetber, and she became simply 
Lee 


“ Your Zee! Why man, I'm old cnongh 
to be her father. 
* Exactly,” replied Tom, coolly, ‘‘ but 


where's the difference? Hesides, | think 
abe rather prefers middle-aged adorers 
Beriously, Hobart, Id rather « million 
times over my girl would marry you, thap 
any ope of the youngsters dangling abot 


her now. 

** Your band on it then. I know I eball 
love her, for my heart's as soft ass nine 
day-old poppy* 1 was almost afraid to 
trust soul in the same house, not my | 
used to women, you know, but since 
bave your leave to win ber, Ill be man 
to bear it if I fail’ 

Tom geve bis band, assuring the captain 


it would be the dest day of his life 
4 called wpos to give his dangh 


: 


when be was 
ter to one so tried and true. 

“let woaldn't do to bave ber suapect, 
would it! 


tll 
ait 
ut | 


i 


t 


| 


‘ 
E 


| rose of summer's day. 


scarf risen from the dilapidated chimney, 
trailed out across the road, and remained | 
suspended between his gaze and the fading | 


Capt. Hardigan was thirsty, 
and the sight of an old-fashioned 

| well.sveep emboldened him te walk up to | 
} the cot 


| water e did #0, expecting to see some | 


aged dame with no airs and graces where. | & little conscience-smitten, breaking Tom 
He | Zollicoffer’s -bread and swallowi 


| with to abash an awkward old sailor. 
saw instead Merri's mother ' 

Yea, Morris mother, sitting there with a 
black eyed baby on her knee, and in the 
background was the aged dame his imagi- 
| mation had conjured ap, and whom he 
would in bie bashfulnesa, if the trath moat 
be told, bave far rather faced alone. The 
little lady arose and held ont a mite of a 
hand. Woald not the captain walk in? 
Remembering he had «till no small dia- 
tance to oat before reaching home, and 
that Tom's teatime was alarmingly close 
at hand, our friend declined with thanks, 
yet loitered a moment to pat baby s ob 
| and ask was that Merri. 
| ** Merri |" exolaimed the little mother in 

apparently the greatest surprise. ‘ No, 

‘my, no, Havent you deen my Merri 

‘? Ties in the d store, Merrihew 

rnesbery. Why, t thoaght everybody 
knew Merri! 

**] suppose I'm no better jadge of a 
woman's age than « gander,” mentally re- 








| launched himaelf, neck deep, in « sautical 
| window, and was sip 
| @ litthe between whiles 


| came, and Ti amused herself curling 
| the captain's 


and Merri," remarked this little pitcher. | 
| “Where asked. ee, starting ‘row | 
shadow into light, like a beautifal pic 


e soeedingly | 


door and ask for a drink of | boliday and make a boat for him. 


| @ cargo of drags at his age, or does be only 
aweep out!” 

There was considerate of the girl of the 
period about Zee Zollicofler; she was no 
re of persons. 

“What is the ancient infant talking 
about!” she exclaimed, dropping her fork 


ened, while every day found 
him more imestricably entangled in the 
mesh of the tewny-haired Zee. And one 
morning, when Tom c bim on the 
| beek as be made ready for « picnic, and 
said, *‘ My boy, I verily believe you've | 
I pever saw her eo en. | 





| im atter amazement. | tively devoted to one individoal. You can't 
Tom laid himeelf back in his chair and tak Gow honey © cashes wa," ho bad © 
langbed as the sons of Anak must have wild notion of running off tosea. That 
hed. Laughed? No, be fairly roared, | did not seem al advisable on | 
joking the table-legs ia troliable | d thought, since the Dalcines was al- 
merriment ready rocking leagues from land. The, 
‘* Where's the joke, pa? Lo tell,” said | time came when be could endare this state 
foe | of affairs no longer. So, notwithstanding 


* Don't look at me! 
* Leave 
J 


eaptain, 

at her feet. 

pever forgive 

argued, and making 
unseen. Five 


walked the deck of a steamer outward. 


bound, he came face to face with Nita 
Barnesbery. Merri was over on 
basiness for a city irm, had brought 


his ** family,” be said. 
“Its mot altogether sea-sickness that 
ails Merri.” It was the tenth night ont. 










and tone in speaking of bis unfortunate 
| wife, and by no means satisfied at the turn 
| things had taken. They were looking 
rather more serious than she had bar- 


“Barely to he does 't mean 
her any harm,” she said to herself, as she 
went upstairs to ber own room. “I'm 
almost sorry I didn't hold my tongue, and 
let ber off, poor young thing. I wonder 
how she managed to outwit them all, after 
a fashion. It strikes me that actrees must 
have assisted her; bat if so, how, in the 
| pame of fortune, did she manage to get 
into the house? That's what puzzles me. 


Tom was past telling for thetime. When | he had received no invitation to renew his Captain Hardigan and Mra. Barnesbery | However, I'll just let Mr. Bertram know 


he managed to find voice, he said— 


“Tl take you down to see him after | the little brown bird's nest on the woods white 


supper. You can tell him you've seen bis | 
mother.” 
Now, for the first time, Zee compre- | 


call, be bent his steps in the direction of | 


rickety old gate never made & pre- | 
tenoe 





of being closed, #0, of course, stood | M 


paced the deck, while the lay 
and soft on the anxious li face, 
in scarlet, and the waves wore the 


“Its heart sickness. 


color of her eyes. 
ies Zollicoffer has broken her 
ment, and will give no reason for doing 


hended the joke, and she laughed ber | wide open, as did the cottage door. From | 

beeatifal, -brown mane ell down over | within came sounds of girlish laughter,  so—will not even see him. 

her shoulders. Capt. Hardigan joined ee | trille, mingled with excla-| ‘' Were they ?” asked our cap- 
the oboras, but for the life of him eould mations, balf vexation, half t. | tain, groaning in ' 

not see where the fan was. | Of course it behooved Hobart Hardigan to OS, zon, Ses wan hept secret, be. 
Afver supper there came @ wudden | give timely w of bis approach, but | cause ‘s father over and 
storm, and before ita viclence abated, was in tuo big a hurry, be never thought | over again his daughter should not marry 


novel, Zee bad withdrawn to a 
gq soft 
rein, 


distant 
the sound of the f 





“There's Dave Brown 


tare in richest colors. 
know?" 

Merri laughed, and Dave said something 
abont the time. 

** They ve gone up the other street.” 

The picture withdrew into shade again. | 

This seemed to be Captain yay ob 
opportanity. He improved it by Dg 

m. Zollicoffer about Moerri's mother. 
That lady shook her bead dubiously, and 
her anawer tended to arouse suspicion. 
Zee started into the light again, a rare 
flush upon her cheeks, and wok up the 
telling, which was in substance as follows: | 

Bome five and twenty years before, «| 


“Hew do you 








find Merri's 


carpet 
strips, holding captive by the hair Merri's 
mother, who was trying to release herself 
and him. 

“I had left the room but a moment to 

ve some directions to Jabie, and be rolled 

meelf right up in these,” she explained 
to the captain, who gallantly released her. 
** Naughty, naughty boy !" showering such 
kisses on the baby face the captain wished 
with all bis might be hadn't come. 

The ‘‘naughty boy” resented the in- 
fringement on his ienable right to *‘ the 
purenit of happiness " in a nest of carpet- | 
rags, by a ion o! that made 
our hero tremble for fear be should burst. 

N daunted, Merris wother ander. 
took the task of soothing and diversion, in 
which she was so successful as to end in 
getting the young belligerent to sleep. And | 
what a pictare abe formed, rocking in and | 
out of the sunshine with her baby in ber 
arma. 

Then, with the child across her knees, 
and ber busy hands again at work joining 
the long strips, qunckine glittering down | 
her silken braids like golden chains woven | 











| bed so Metlo chanes, they thoaght no hare 


aiting, poor 


lining of your hat. You won't be angry, 
will you?” 

** No, it's pot that. Go on.” 

**There's nothing more, only the last 
note Merri ever sent he asked Zee if he 
shouldn't brave all and speak to her father 
the coming week. No answer to that ever 
came, nor will she # to him, nor grant 
an interview, although he has almost 
begged in public for one.” 

Jeing in possession of the key to this 
mystery, the captain in great humiliation 
and distress confessed hia share in it, and 


dark, dashing fellow from the oity had | in end ont, and tonching her cheek as that very night the facts were made known 


ocme out to that place, when it was only a 
farming country, and married the sweet. 
ent aoa richest, he looked out for that, | 
maiden in all the region around and aboat. | 
Ho proved everything that was bad, broke | 
ber parents’ bearta, and sent them un 
timely to their graves, squandered the 


| property, all save one little wood-pateb, 


then utterly worthless, and ended that 
chapter in his career by sending bis young | 
wife to ber last reating-place beside her 
parents, Sabseqaently he spent the greater | 
part of hin time in the oity, leaving « 
two-year old boy and hin nurse to getalong 
as beat they could on the suma he gradg 
ingly and sparingly gave. Merribew was 
twenty.one, an honor to the pious seul | 
who reared him, and a reproach to bis 
wicked father, when that latter individual 
brought au eighteen year-old bride to the 
cottage and left ber. Door little thing, 
she Lad imagined she loved bim, although, 
in apite of dyed hair and whiskers, she 
knew him to be several years her senior, | 
and he was tricked into marrying her by | 
the only relative she bad in the world, a 
scheming aunt. At nineteen Nita was a 
mother, a few months later a widow. 

The subjoined was pot in Zee's account 
Young Mra. Karnesbery applied to her aunt 
for assistance; that anworthy lady an- 
awered, ‘I vodone my daty by you. I got 
you a husband, now get yourself another.” 
The next move was to open a school, but 
nobody would send children #o far; her 
last resource was family-sewing. In this | 
she was somewhat successful, until Mra, | 
Lollicoffer discovered in Zee a readiness to 
fetch and carry the parcels truly alarming 
to her maternal mind, Having her own | 
private reasons for this feeling, she with- 
drew her patronage; when questioned, not 
desiring to confers, she substituted false 
objections a thing, conscientions bat 
thoughtless women will do; and Nita soon 
found herself almost entirely dependent 
on her big stepson for all she ate and 
wore, 

‘Bo you see Merri mother isn't his 
mother after all,” interlarded Tom, aroused 
from his nap. ‘‘ We got in the way, 
around bere, of calling her husband Black 
Berry, be was eo dark, and it don't come 

y to remember ber name. Then, as 
every body knows Merri, we need only say 
Merris motber to make it understood | 
whom we mean.” 

A few minutes later Merri and Dave 
Brown were admitted, having for re- 
inforcements in the shape of a bevy of 
bright girls, Merri was a good-looking 
youth, with frank, brown eyes, 
ourly hair and serious moath. The cap- 
tain was quite ye! impressed in his 
favor, but, for all, conala not to beg a 


Neat morning Hobart Hardigan felt not 


bia 
| oo ffee, with the intention of visiting Merri’s 
| mother that very merning, strong within 
him the while. Finally, under the ba- 
manizing influences of a good meal he 





| 


reconsidered the matter, deciding upon ed Merri behind the case where he went to I'll have my revenge now. 


ite postponement for a day or two. | 
Meantime be would cultivate Merris ac. | 
quaintance. With the balf-dozen or more | 
respectable loungers at the drug store, our 
| captain was speedily ‘hail fellow well 
, met.” They delighted in his sailor yarna, 
his genial humor, his bluff but kindly ways. | 
Merri himeelf seemed more than fond of 
him. It wae Merri who, however engaged 
at the time of our seaman s entrance, con- 
trived to come forward, bring a chair, and 
take his bat and cane. Man like, the cap- 
tain invariably removed his headgear re- | 
luctantly, ae from it with genuine re- 
| gret, but Merri appeared so deeply inter- | 
| cated in his kee: Ee coal, one cote bengted 
| ‘Sold salt” could pot, by any possibility, 


| 
bring hie mind to the proper point of re- 


ranon. Zee Zolli- 
ber lovers and woald 


So the summer 





| smiled up in her face so sweetly she was 


| wantly to other topics, 


though it were a ripe peach, she talked of 
ber married life and Merri. 

** We want to get carpet enough to cover 
the floor all over before another winter,” | 
she had said, first apologizing for going 
on with her sewing. ‘I save every scrap, 
and Jubie, Merri old nurse, you know, 
has begged a good many from the people | 
she knows. She's a dear, good soul as 
ever was. She was the first Mra. Karnes- 
bery's nurse, and never means to desert 
the family, she says 
without ber I dont know. We think be 
fore snow comes we shall be right snug | 
under foot." So she ran on, little child. | 
like thing, about home matters and all that | 
wan nearest ber heart and life, with an oc- 
oasional liftin 
those days and the dark period of her 
early married history, ‘*‘ When I look at 
my baby, sometimes I tremble, and pray 
daily he may never grow hard like hia | 
father. Hen his very image, and I'm 
afraid be will be like him in character, | 
whatever I may do to prevent it. I love | 
my boy as fondly as over a mother loved, 
but you know what is said about sins be- 
ing visited oh, I'm afraid! Im afraid!” 





| She broke off suddenly with that, clasping | 


} 


the child to her breast. He awoke and | 


reassured for the time and tarned plea- 
The captain left her with sunset roses 
on ber cheeks and hair; the next day 
brought him face to face with Zee's men- 
sage. Upon the first hint of his starting 
fur the drug store she bad flown for his 
hat and cane. This was a daily occurrence, 
acoompanied by warnings not to forget 
any engagement pending, but on thia oo- 
casion he bad observed a slip of paper 
in the rosy palm of the daughter of the 
house. Then when Zee placed hia hat in 
his hand, and his eye caught sight of that 
same Nile-green note ping from the 
lining, and not a ouell tom that lovely 
mouth, be at once appropriated the docn- 
ment, religiously believing it was intended 
for him, and contained some she 
dared not speak. Shade and sunshine 
came and went in gray and gold across its 
sloping letters as he read them over a 
third time, then looked out over a stretch 
of pastare land and saw the little bridge, 
veiled in alder-blossoms like a homely 
bride under rich laces. Our captain had 
borne the brunt of many a gale gallantly, 
had looked death in the face unflinchingly, 
over there a beantifal woman awaited 
im, the rills of ruffling on her blue ging- 
ham dress rippling in the wind; but he 
fled, nor stopped even to take breath until 
he reached the drug-store and found him- 
self surrounded by a crowd. His pertur- 
bation was so apparent, Merri seemed 
unusually anxious to wake him comfort- 
able, bearing his coveted head-goar away 
in « perfect gale of politeness, leaving the | 
old sailor nervously ramming Zee's note 
down. in his vest pocket to make sure it | 
should not escape to fall into other hands. | 
Saddenly an idea struck him. He follow- | 





ut his hat. A thing he never did before. | 
Fould Merri mind Sctae a bit of writing | 
for him? Ilis @&ngere were all thamba, | 
oonldn't even keep his own log-book. 
Merri wouid not mind, what was in$ 
** Only a line on this,” and Captain Har- 
digan — the note, face down, on the 
marble ©. 
Merri would have raised it, but the cap. | 
tain kept his thamb there like the state's 
seal. en Merri remarked on the pecu- 
liarity of the color. Our captain had seen | 
reams like it. What was he to write ? | 
Merri asked. 
** There will be nothing lost by waiting. 
The world was not nzsade in a hurry.” 





to Merri, who 
conreq uence. 
They all got married and lived happy 
forever after. Yea, there is not much be- 
sides totell. Merri finished up his business 
in an incredibly short time, and on the eve 
of their departare for their native land, 
his mother married our captain. 
sure her bridegroom was old enough to be 
her father, and showed it. 
frost in the oriap rings of his hair, and bis 


began to mend rapidly in 


What I should do , beard looked as though it had been dipped | 


in sea-foam, yet the little lady loved him 
‘notwithstanding all.” 

The neighborbood that bad snubbed poor 
and pretty Nita Barnesbery, that stood so 
persistently on the alert to convict her of 


of the cartain between | '™propriety that she did not dare ask a re- | 
| spectable middle-aged gentleman to visit | 


her, vied with itself to do her honor when, 
as the wealthy Mrs. Hardigan, she retarned 
to it for a season and took rooms at its 
biggest hotel. 
**They were a couple of the greenest of 
gratings,” said Lom Zollicoffer to Captain 
lardigan, meaning of course Zee and her 
over. ‘I didn't want my girl to go 
through with what ber mother did, that's 
all. fe sours them so, don't you see?” 
Oar captain thought of his own wife 
and couldn't see; of Tom's, and could, 
** Had I known her heart was set on the 


match, she would have met no direct op- | 


— from me. That Merri's a splendid 
ellow. She might have waited and fared 


worse.” 

And the baby! Did the captain prove a 
good father to the little black-eyed hep ? 

There was no opens. Baby drooped 
on the homeward voyage. Then came a 
sombre eventide, when a beautifal piece 
of sculpture, an infant image in snow, was 
lowered to the grave-sown bosom of the 
sea. He never grew bard like his father. 


—_- —_— —-- 


CLAUDIA’S TRIUMPH. 


BY CLEMENTINE MONTAGU, 
AUTHOR OF ‘‘THE COST OF CONQUEST,” ETO. 


CHAPTER XLIX. 
TAKING COUNSEL. 


The desire of the moth for the star, 
Uf te pight for the morrow, 
The devotion to something afar 
om the ephere of our sorrow—Sheliey. 


A dark look of mingled mortification and 
rage crossed Lord Nortonshall's counten- 
ance as he took the scarf in his hand and 
turned it over. There was no mistaking the 

pattern. It was one be had seen 
on Frank Vavasour's neck many a time 
nd out a bitter curse 


— 
gulled—deceived,” he mut- 
tered, in a low tone, ‘ by both of them— 
and Claudia? No, hardly by her. My poor, 
innocent dove of a wife bas made a dupe 
of her, no doubt. Bat, by all that's vey 
Yos, my y 

Norto it ia the last time that you 
In his excitement, he had forgotten that 
Langham remained still in the room while 


he was thus speaking half-aloud. She was 
standing senpesttell enough at a little 
distance from bim, but eagerly drinking 
in every word be said, neve 

** Well, what the dence moe standing 
gsping there for?” he ed, sharply 
enough, as his eyes fell upon her. ‘* Are 


of gossip you can collect 


below ?" 
The woman smiled rather soornfully, as 


- 


“Oh, you need not fear my discretion, 
my lord, I assure you.” 
** That's your own lookout. Remember 
my warning, and above all, say nothing to 
mistress aboat what I have discovered. 
you understand ?" 
“Certainly, my lord.” 
‘Then mind you obey me. Iwi 
, be even with her yet. 
Langham wes profuse in her protesta- 


To be} 


There was | 


j all about it, and leave him to put the 
pieces together, if he can.” 

|" As Langham bad said, Prank Vavasou 
had met her not many steps from the door 
immediately after his unseen escape from 
| the house. He did not do more than 
cateh a glimpse of the woman, who came 
eo suddenly is? ie Gat he renee & 
spring oat of darkness, as it were, so 
suddenly had she appeared before his eyes, 





self, but the 


He found that she had jast arrived at 
home, a very few minutes having sufficed 
for her to detain Lord Nortonshall down- 
a. = _ not ventare on more, 

a t he might poasibl =e 
some den motive if she we to w 
too obvious an inclination to keep him ; 
and she knew that Alma would avail her- 
self of the earliest opportunity to get 
Frank out of thehouse. And so she made 
her escape from his lordsbip's falsome 
| compliments as soon as ble, and call- 
| ing a cab, told the driver to take her home 

as fast as he could, for she guessed that 
Frank would be there at some time. 

“I thought I should see you soon,” she 
said to him, with a sad smile, as he en- 
tered the room to find ber sitting, pale and 
exhausted, on the couch, from which he 
would not allow her to rise, but fetched a 
chair to her side. 

** Yea, Clandia, I have come to thank 
you. You saved me-—-saved us both, in- 


deed. 
| Both 2” 
| ** Yea—myself and Alma.” 

‘Ah, trne!” 

And she sank back wearily. 

‘* What is the matter?” he asked, in an 
alarmed tone, for she looked very pale. 
** Are yon ill?” 

** No—only weary.” 

** What bas made yon so?” 

| “I don't know. am often tired with- 
| ont any apparent cause pow, and this bas 
| been an agitating evening even for me, on 
| many accounts.” 

**Yes, indeed it has, dear Claudia. I 
am very selfish, bat not ungratefal, be- 
lieve me, What shall I ever say to you— 

how thank you for what you have done?” 

**Say nothing, my dear Frank—I want 

no thanks from you. All I would ask is, 
that you will sometimes remember, when 
there is nothing left of me but my name, 
| that, like a sister, I would have laid my 
| lifo down for your happiness if need be.” 

** Claudia!" 

** Yes,” she continued, ‘and for hers, 
too, Heaven bless her! I have more rea- 
sons than you think of, Frank, for loving 
that poor girl.” 

** What can you mean ?” 

**I will tell yon. You have heard from 
me the story of the crucifix I gave, when a 
child, to another child ?" 

** Yea, yes, of course! What of it?’ 

**It is in her room.” 

“Whose? Alma's?” 

‘Aye, in Alma’s. She was the little 
golden-haired angel whose sudden . 
ance stayed Jasper Glosson's m 
hand from taking my mother’s life.” 

** You must be dreaming, Claudia!” 

*“*No; I am positive it was her father 
who rescued my mother from that villain's 
grasp—and for her dear sake I would die 
for his child.” in 

** As be himself did for that act of gene- 
rosity,” said Frank, sadly. 

“How ss 

**I have a conviction, how formed I can 

explain, that it was that same Jas- 
losson shot Mr. Bouverie ; and | 

ve that a day will yet come when I 
shall stand face to face with the villain, 


“You may be right—indeed, I cannot 





help thinking that you are,” said Claudia, 
with « * Bat whether it will ever 
come to t, Heaven only knows. There 


is a world of un sin around us 
in this weary life, and many a wretch 
goes down to the grave with honor and 
for whom no word would be too 
vile, no fate too cruel, were his crimes 
but known.” 
**T shall find this man some day—I am 
sure I shall.” 
“I hope so, Frank. But about what has 


I, but not for myself. 
for her—my darling—that I tremble and 
cold with ° 
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mared. 

“Ob, but I am terrified for her,” 
on. “ That man would hesitate at 
not even murder, if he 


with a low admit 


whoever alas fb opt out, and whatever is 





a 
af 


an _aad has occurred in the house I shall 
earn. 


‘Thanks, thanks,” said Frank, an ex- 
preasion of hope lighting up his featares. 


** You will go soon ?” 
* Yes.” 


“Thank you. Some day I may have it 


in my power to repay you for your 
ness. 


“I must try and & 
longer—for a time, at 
straigh 


ter than at present. I hope Frank 


was not seen, as he 


If he were— 


suspects. 
ab, I tremble even to think of it. Poor 


” 


came away 
“ Ah, can this 
end?” she asked 


awa 
bh 
grasp, and leaves me 


ae day, till the world an 
° 


be the beginning of the 
coat mournfally. 


‘Shall I die as my mother oe 
x 4 all 

good and evil slips from my 

on the threah- 


old of an unseen world? Well, better so, 
rhaps. What have I got to live for? 
Pool onl 


y see them happy, I 
giad to die, and be at 
Dorothy came in 


found her with quiveri 
eyes. The faithful ol 


tle child 


“Yon onght to be in bed, that's what 


you ought,” 


Claudia was fain to be an 

down to such re as she could ho 
bat, alas, ber slambers were but 
ones, at the best. 


OHAPTER L. 
FOILED. 


There is a method in man's wickedness ; 
It grows up by degrees, 





If 
should be 


epare her young mistress for 
Yo ‘ lips and tearful 
servant gently 
scolded her, as she might have done a lit- 


for; 
roken 


Keaumont and Fletcher, 


The night wore slowly away, bu‘ it came 
¢ at last, as even the longest one 

y dawn of the 
ynne woke from 


to an en 
will; and with the first 
new-born day Clandia 


her uneasy slumbers with a strange dread 


upon her. 


She had dreamed a dream—a strange 
one—and she could not shake off the _ 


pression it bad made her. 


thought that Alma stood her bedside, 
pale and breathless, and ing to her, 
said — 

**Come! come!” 


And then 


the fi 
and Claudia rahe y 


re faded from her eyes 
uneasily upon her ed 


until the vision came again, with wildly 
imploring eyes and outstretched hands, 


exclaiming, in piteous accents 
” 


**Come! come at onoe ! 


This time it wasso real, and she heard 
the words so distinotly, that she was 
roused from hee and springing hastily 

it 


out of bed, f 


was daybreak. There 


was, of course, no one near her, but she 
still seemed to hear the voice, wildly en- 


ber— 
**Come! Bave me 


” 


*Whet can it mean?” she said to her- 


self, with a shudder. 
dreaming, I su; re 
Bat still 


“TIT have been 
ppore. 
the voice rang in her ears as 


distinotly as though the speaker were be- 
side ber, and one up, Claudia com- 


menoed to dress he 


**I will go,” she said, as she hurriedly 


wound her long hair into a thiok coil. 
can't bear this. It's very foolish of 
I suppose, but if it is fancy I can 


“ I 
me, 
no 


barm. If it is more than a mere dream— 


if she really needs me—pe 


rhaps Heaven 


has sent me this warning for a purpose. 


Yea, I will go to ber.” 


She dressed herself ane she spoke, 


in the quietest costume 
and 


e could find, 
a large cloak lined with sable 


to wrap herself in, she opened her room 
door quietly and went down-stairs. The | tion. 
housemaid, who had just risen, and stood She opened it, and entered the room, 


rubbing her 
with an 
her mistress going 


y eyes in the hall, stared 
astonishment at seeing 
out at such an early | of the honse. She slipped across and 
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if 
i 
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pay 
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mittance—be defeated altogether. 
** What shall I do?—what shall I do?" 


him, she gave a low ory of relief. 

‘* Brown |" she exolaimed, in surprise. 

It was indeed Lord Nortonshall's valet 
who was about to enter the house. 
looked very pale and as though 
he had not been to bed all night. 

‘Why, Brown,” she repeated, as he 
started at the sound of her voice in evi- 
dent confusion, and looked at her in a be- 
wildered sort of fashion, ‘‘ don't you know 
me?” 

“Know you? I—I—” he stammered, 
peering at her, for her veil was down. 

“Yes,” and she threw it up, showing 
her features. 

He started in surprise. 

** You, mademoinelle !" 

* Yes, I. Oan you let me in? I have 
been waiting here some little while, won- 
dering how I could gain admittance. I 
don't wonder at your being surprised,” she 
continued, seeing bis astonished look. ‘I 
am myself at being here. But I want to 
get in at once!" exclaimed Claudia. 

**Oertainly you can, mademoiselle,” he 
said, producing a pass-key, and openin 
the door for her. ‘Shall I go to my lo 
| and let him know that you are here? I will 
eall Langham to you at onoe, if she is up, 
for I am not exactly—" 

**No, no, do not call any one,” said 
Clandia, interrupting him. ‘I am Rong 
8 ht up to your mistress's rooms." 

“To my lady?” 

** Yes. I shall be weloome, never fear. 
Ihave the key—see, here it is—so I can 
let myself in.” 

She turned away to go up the dim stair. 
case, rail he stopped her. 


what wm it?” she said. 

“ Don't mention to his lordship, if you 
see him, that you met me coming in this 
morning. He is not aware of my having 
been out, and though I don't suppose he 
has wanted me, yet, still—” 

“IT will not say anything to him, you 
may be sureof that. I will keep your coun- 
sel, if only in gratitade for your having let 
me in unobserved.” 

** Thank you, mademoiselle," said Brown, 
and he left ber, going away to his own den, 
wondering not a little w could have 
brought her there at so early an hour. 

** Whatever can she want?” he pondered. 
‘*T'm sure there mast be something afvot, 
or she wouldn't be abroad at time. 
Well, after all, it's nothing to me. I'm 
paid for my work, and as most of it is to 
mind my own business and ask no qucs- 
tions, I'll do it.” 

Meanwhile, Claudia up the stairs 
with a rapid and nn oe noe d an abe ar- 


rived at door of which chobehd the bap, 
All was still and silent on the other side. 


No sound of footateps, no murmar of voices 
broke the al most deathlike stillness, and she 


placed the key in the lock, and opened the 





locks and hinges were all in good order, 
ched the ent to Alma's 
any atten- 





and 
apartment without attracting 


| which was the first of the suite, and also 
| had a door communicating with the front 


hour; but Claudia took no further notice | tried it. 
of her than to sign her wish for the door 
to be opened, and she passed into the 


street, and bent her step towards Lord | od in. 


Nortonshall's town house. 


It was fast! 
oe | 
Is she alone, I wonder ¢" 

As she spoke she looked acrons at the 


Clandia shivered with the cold as she inner room, bat Alma was not there. A 
slipped out into the gray morning light, | bright fire gleamed in the grate, and on the | 
and passed swiftly along the anow-covered | table stood a coffee service. Lord Norton- 


streets toward her destination. It seemed | shall stood upon the 
so strange to her to be out at this unusaal back toward her, lookin 
hour, and she imagined herself observed | thing be held in his hand. 


at every corner; and so to a certain ex- 


tent she was, bat not by any one that / and hardly daring to breathe; 
whom sbe met | could not make out what it was that he 


The 


knew her. 


were hurrying to work and business, 
lance at the ele- 
them ; | which 


cast many 8 curious 
tly-dressed lady wi 


and 


ut there = = ee greed being 
recognized as urried timidly along 
with her head bent down, uncertain 
whether to turn back or proceed upon her 


errand. More than once she 


aod 


to ring in her ears the same imploring 


words— 
**Come! come quickly !” 


, with his 
intently at some- 


She stood a few moments watching him, 
bat she 


held, and she closed the door of the little 
room in which Frank had been hidden, 


told of what was passing or 
bad passed behind it 


What had happened’ Was the awfal 
dread that had so often filled her heart in- 
| deed a truth, and Lord Nortonshail's cup 
| of iniquity filled by the marder of his 

? 





seemed | ran pee aay mee ale sr and 
° 


| looked in vain for any aught living 
im the rooma besides his Lordahip and her- 
| self. He moved, and she shrank behind the 


And she resolved to go on her way at al! folds of the beavy curtains with whion the 


hazards 


a Yes,” she murmured, ‘‘ I must see what 
the matter, | the fire with a puzzled look upon bis face, 
ut if it wes 


it means. If these nein 
no harm can come of it; 


| windows were , only just in time to 
his observ as he turned from 


‘amd taking up the handsome coff 


really a warning of some evil, Heaven | began to pour some of its contents into 


grant I may be in time to prevent it! 
am sure mine was a warning vision, 


no idle dream.” 


I 
and 


, with a wild throb at her beart, Ciau- 


‘dia Wynne saw, only too plainly, what be 


She was beginning to feel rathertired, held—hber own two bottles, and she waited 
and seeing a cab that was returning empty in breathless agony for what should come 


from some early morning train, she 


back 
opened, 


r 


the cushions and in the pocket of his d y 


ed 
of 


next. She saw him hold them both up to 


driver stop at the end the light, and look at them with an unde- 


' cided ; bat dnally be seemed to 
make up his mind, and placed one of them 

gown. 
myself,” he 


“Yes. I shall want that 


of the windows up, for said, as he did se. *‘ I'm sure that I havn't 


not without reason, that made any mistake.” 
of curiosity to the cab- He continued talking to himself in a low, 
She was right iz ber suspicion. The | hurried voice, as he proceeded in preparing 








| the wrong bottle 
ly, and wrang her ocotic.” 
seemed to die away to | 


ie | te nan 








where she paused and listened intently. | 


| 


could almost fancy she heard the rapid | 
beating of her own heart as she noisclessly | ‘‘ she'll not deceive me any more.” 


There was no sound even then, for the | was here last night, as | 
| outwitted me; bat I'm 





THE SATURDAY 


the coffee, and then paused for a moment, 
with an evil look upon his face. 

“Bo,” be muttered, ‘abe didn't want 
any coffee. Wouldn't take it from me for 
fear that I should poi , Lauppose; 
oe pret the & cow te ot Om, ay 





Already the little gold top was 
from the phial, 


of terror he recoiled 


2. 
‘*I—I do not understand.” 
** Yea, I repeat, a terrible mistake. Your 
— my — wasted if 
come « 
He looked at her doabstally. 
** To help me?” 
“Yes.” 
“ How ?" 
** You were about 


to use the contents of 
ia simply the nar- 


CHAPTER LIL 


Is THE DEED Donk? 
Murder moet foal, as at the best It le 
Bat this most foul, strange and unnats. a. 
- MRakepeare, 


His lordship looked at Clandia with a 
rey lance as she spoke the words ; 
bat she id not shrink, and he, uncertain 
in his own mind, believed that she had 

the in 

tly obed 

in his hand, however, while he stood look- 
ing at his visitreas, 

t was a scene, if any one had 
held the olue to it meant-—that dark, 
defiant. looking man, faced by a pale, deli- 
cate woman, who had to exercise all her 

wers of self-command to prevent him 
rom ving the state of nervous agita- 
tion she was in. One only thought pos- 
neased her—how to t this madman 
from carrying out his flendish intentions ; 
for that Lord Nortonsball was not in his 
proper senses the actress firmly believed, 
and to a certain degree she was right. 

She had stayed him for the moment; 
bat she mast atill employ stratagem to de- 
feat entirel 7 and in the few 
moments she been in the room a 4 
had presented itself to her mind hy which 
she might save the unfortunate Alma—a 
plan in all appearance simple, but difficult 
of execution ; but she resolved to try it. 

Her first impulse had been boldly to de- 
nounce the intending murderer ; but, on re- 
flection, she my om A ndged that if she gave 
any alarm, or m an exposure, it might 
lead to the very result she wished to pre- 
vent. 

His lordship would, of course, deny ber 
story, and what proof beyond her own sus- 
= whatever weight they might 

to herself, she could not but feel that 
they would sound highly improbable to 
others—oould she bring ? 

No. She dctevenined to meet oraft by 
stratagem—the only way to cope with a 


EVENING POST. 


“ My Lady Nortonshall would have woke 
im her coffin, that’s sll, and your work 
would all have to be done over again.” 

“Ugh!” he exclaimed, with « shadder 
“IT don't want that. Bat are you sure i 
have used the right one now ?”" 

“ Yee—quite sure.” 

* Will it —will it take long ?" 

He spoke in a tone of feverish anxiety, 
bat withoat the 

oti ° 





long. In five minutes from 
drinks the coup of coffee-—-if 
will drink it—” 


ize 


y herself, and precipitate some awful 
catastrophe. 

** Let me go while you do it,” she mur. 
maured, faintly. iy will come back 
when—”" 


“No, no—you stay now |" he exclaimed, 
seizing her by the wrist. ‘* We'll both 
row in the same boat, as you are here; so 
come and take coffee with my lady and 
me.” 

He laughed wildly as he spoke, and Olan. 
dia felt more than ever convinced that he 
was mad; bat he still kept a secure bold 
on the cap, and would pot suffer her to go 
near it. 

Sit down,” he said, 

Bhe did so; indeed, it would have been 
impossible for her to keep her teet any 
longer. Her knees trembled, and the room 
swam round with her, as she sew his lord- 
ship walk toward the door of his wife's 
room, with the poisoned oup still in his 
hand. 

And nowa nervous dread took 
possession of Claudia Wynne's heart and 
mind. She shook in every limb as she 
thought that, after all, she might have 
made a mistake, and that there would be 
a fata) ending to the scene yet. 

** Alas!" she marmured, *‘ what shall I 
do?" 

An intense longing seized her to » from 
out that deadly room-——to be out in the 
open sir again. She felt as though she 
could not draw her breath, and there came 
upon her a choking desire to proolaim her 
terror by wild shrieks, which she oould 
hardly zestrain herself from uttering ; and 
it waa only by clinging convalsively to the 
arms of the chair into which she fallen, 
rather than seated herself, that she was 
prevented from falling out of it. 

** Alma, come here!" called Lord Nor- 
tonahall, as he opened the door of the little 
room; and, obedient to his sammons, the 
unfortunate victim of his hate appeared. 

She had evidently not Leen sleeping, and 
look ed almost as colorless as the soft white 

ta which she wore, and whioh, fall- 
ing to her feet in many folds, made her 





man in Lord Nortonshall's present temper ; 
and trust to the chapter of idents to 
bring abont a favorable result. 

It must not be supposed that these 
thoughts occupied her mind for the same 
length as the telling them. On the contrary, 
they flitted through her brain in a hurried 
race, as it were, while his lordship stood 
before her, qesing as though be would read 
her very soul. 

** What brought you here?” he asked at 
i] in a suspicious tone. 

© crept closer to his side before she 
answered, thoagh in her heart she loathed 
the very contact of her dress with this 
man, who was, she well knew, in his heart 
a marderer. 

“Bab!” she exclaimed, with a light 
laugh, ‘‘you were going to bungle. Be 
thankfal that I came in time to set you 
right.” 

** Hash!" be said, in an alarmed tone, 
pointing to the door of the inner room. 
** My lady isn't asleep.” 

‘And you are" 

** Making her coffee, as you see.” 

“Ab! What a devoted basband.' 

** Yea,” be answered, with a grim amile; 





** Deceive you !” 
“Yes. That fellow, Frank Vavasour, 
nuspected 


ing to be even 
with ber now, and so we re going to take « 
cap of coffee together, that's all.” 
Clandia felt very faint and sick with 
terror ; but she contrived to keep her self- 
mm, and even answer him with « 
meaning look. 
‘She will not stand in the way mach 
longer,” he continued ; ‘‘and then you 


shall be my lady, my fairy queen, the mis- | 
bt so," she murmured. ‘* Lock- | treas of all here.” 


She shivered as he spoke the words, and 
he observed the movement. 

** What ails you?” he asked, 
savagely. 

** Nothing. I am oold, I think 
morning air is very piercing. 

** Come closer to the fire—oome !" 

And he drew her within bis arma. 

By a great effort she repressed the cry 
which rose to ber lips and disengaged her- 
self. 

* We are wasting time,” she said. 

* Yeu, yes, and lous you to help me, 
now you are here to help me, do you un- 
derstand? Did you not tell me once that 


almost 


this raw 


these drags leave no traces of their pre- | Alma to obey him, and drink the draught ; 


sence ?” 

“*I did,” she answered, the effort 
to speak was great ; ‘‘ and I you truth. 
They do their work both well and quickly ; 
bat you were about to use the wrong one, 
as I told you.” 

** Toen show me which is right—quick,” 
he said, producing them both. ‘ Jel] me 
whioh is the—”" 

** The poison ?” she interrupted, calm! y. 

* You,’ 

This.” 

And she pointed to the one which he re 
tained in his hand, placing the other in his 


again. 
‘* Give that to me,” she said. 
** What for? 
** Oh, a fancy of mine, that is all.” 
‘No, no, my lady that shall be,” he re- 
plied, mockingly; ‘‘IU keep that in my 


Bhe | agony ? 


P PP of « corpse just 
risen from the grave. 

Hor eyes had the fixed, stony glare which 
follows extreme agitation or terror, and 
her hands, white and worn, trembled nerv 
ously, as she came slowly forward, and 
stood before her busband with the abject 
look of a tortured animal. 

** Why do you call me?” ahe asked. 

“IT want pleasure of your compeny 
to breakfast,” he replied, mockingly. ‘* Bit 
down there.” 

He pointed to a chair, which she took in 
the same apathetic manner, and he ad 
vanced toward her with the oup in his 
hand, while Clandia watohed the strange 
scene with an intensity of anguish she had 
hardly power to conceal. 

** Drink this,” said Lord Nortonshall to 
hia wife, in a low, determined tone. 

She made a repelling eae, and then, 
| for the first time, saw Clandia. 
| Ab! who is this?” abe asked. ‘Ob, 
| I know; it is the woman who was hore last 
| night-—-the actress. Nhe seemed true and 
| good then ; but it was the canning of the 

serpent. She mast be falsxe and wicked, 
or I should not see her here with you.” 
| ** Drink thia,” he repeated. 
| Never! Woald you poison me in her 
| presence, that she may gloat over my 
I tell you that I know it ia poi 
| son, and I will not drink it.” 
“You shall!" thandered Lord Norton- 
shall, his eyes gleaming with all a mad- 
man's insane fary. ‘* Drink, I tell you.” 
IT will not, my lord,” anawered Alina, 
| with flashing eyes. She wax aronsed now, 
| amd forgot her fear. ‘‘Are you mad/ 
Have you no thought of pity’ 

* Pity for a false wife’ Drink!” 

** False!" repeated Alma, bat not at 
| tempting to take the cap 
| a true and loyal wife to you, my lord 

Heaven will one day jadge between un 
You never loved me my money was all 
my attraction in your eyes, and you have 
treated me more cruelly than the vilost 
slave. Yon bave imprisoned me while you 
ran riot, and now you would poisun me in 
| secret that you may make your mistroas 
your wife. Hat bave a care for your own 
safety ; ‘warder will out,’ remember.’ 
** 1] will riak that,” be hiased in her ear, 
“‘and make my vengeance sure. ‘bey 
| me. 








Clandia, who had started indignantly at 
| the word ‘' mistress,” made a gesture to 

bat she either did not see, or would nut 
| heed, the sign, and spoke ayain —this time 
| to her. 

“Bo you came to be a «py upon me, 
madam, instead of « friend. You belp my 
husband to do this wicked deed, and think 

| to fill my place. Maybe you brought bin 
| the poison to kill me with / 

** No, no! 


| ‘The denial burst from Clandia’s lips in 


| voluntarily. 

** Pahaw!" said Lord Nortonshall, impa 
| tiently. ‘“‘Are you geing to drink this 
| peaceabiy, or shall | have to force you ’ 
| Alma pansed for a moment, and then, 
| sammoning all her courage, tarned to ber 
| husband. 
| ** Lerd Nortonshall, I will not drink that 

@offes,” abe said, with dignity. “If you 
fancy | have wronged you, prove it in the 





own possession for fear of a Bat 
what brought you here?” he asked again, 
ashe uncorked the phial she had pointed 
out. 

** Kismet,” answered Olandia, * and your 


ascendant star. Sappose | had not come | 


in time to stay your hand, what do you 
think would have been the consequences ’" 
“* Well, what?” 


proper time and place, but I will not be 
| mardered in secret, for you to pretend ser 


| fow over me, and put an unworthy woman 
in my place.’ 
“Very well, he retorted, farioualy ; 


‘since you choose some other way, so be 
} it.” 


| He rushed out of the room, and Clandia | 


| started hurriedly ap. 


‘ | 
‘| have been 


' ' 
| “Drink it,” she eaid, eagerly, “or be 
will marder you. I swear there is 
ie #@ that will harm you. It is bat « nar 
cotie, and I will save - 

Alma looked doabstalty at ber. 

* How can I trust you?” she said. 

“You may. | ewore to the man you | 
loved so dearly-to Frank Vavasoar—that | 
I would save you, by the morifice of my 
own life, if need be, and I will do i, for | 
his sake.” 

* For bie sake?” 

** Yea, for I, too, love him.” ! 

“ You love him ?” 

** Yea, with a love beyond the knowledge | 
of your cold English natare—with a love | 
that bas broken my heart and swallowed 
ap my life, for I am a dying woman. 
Trust me, and drink.” 

Alma put oat ber band for the oup. 

“If you are making a mistake, or worse, 
deceiving me, and it should be death ?” 
abe said, 


“Have no fear—I am “wae the 
anewer, Olendia ta cold and 
faint as she said it. “Hash! here he 
comes back.” 


** Well, have you made ap your mind ?” 
as he came into the room. 
** Yea, she will drink it,” 

Olandia; and then, in a lower tone, she 
Sm permeate con® | 
ve ‘ that it te all a" 
Wa'woede no answer, bat handad the 

to 


** May Heaven forgive yor,” she said, 
and even as she o her eyes fized, she 
re ene convulsive gasp, and fell to the 

oor. 


(Te be continued in our meat, Commenced in No, 8.) 
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Yes, we shall know them, od s greet mercy stream. 

te a0 dweiling- pace , 

A muekd not be ven unto our seeming, 

we knew each dea (am! lies face. 








| 


; 
| 
i 
H 
i 
| 
J 


E 


i 
f 
{t 
[ 
| 
i 
L 
; 





F 
r 
3 
é 
1 
: 
E 


it 
| 


oI i 
rt 
Mi 
| 
: 
g 
i 


| 
i 
i 
| 
i 
| 
fil 


| 
I 
f 
i 






| 









F 






iF 
ial 
faa 
sli 
ie 
i 


| 


i 
tie 
tf 
cls 
| 

| f 
bi 


i 


; 
38 
ft 
d 
ik 
! 
i 
ft 
i 


tli 
i 
i 
1 
Tk 


i 
fi 
rf 


As 
f 
t 
i, 
ii 
f 
if 
t 
3 
i 


ml 
if : 
ath 

i 


i 
: 


i 


| 
: 
' 
I 
| 


i 
rt 
| 
rr 


i 
: 
fj 
itl 
Hi 
H 


i 
pte 
li 
if 
: 
| 
i 
Hl 


. 
| 
: 


E 
: 
i 
j 


' 
il 


i 
i 
14 


f 
l 
fi 
E 
i 
z 


| 


| 


Ht 
tH 
if 
rit 
UF 
FEE F 
silt, 
| 

K 


i 
: 
i 
5 


jf 
I 
k 
H 
i 


| 
| 
~. 


i 
i 


y 
; 
; 





i 
! 
[ 
i 
L 
4 
f 
; 


t 
i 
i 


i 
is 

i 

i 
| 
zhi 
in 
Hl 


f 
8 
; 
Ti 
it 
b 
F 
i 


Vis 
i 
i 


E 
oe 
T 
i 


: 
F 
>f 
é 
& 
s 
E 
‘2 
3 


iy 
cel 
f 


7 
* 
: 
5 
is} 
FF 
E 
Fe 
: 
E 
z 
f 
2 
F 
f 
i 
g 
; 
g 


a: 





rR 


is 
7H 


: 
& 
Ei 
: 
4 
i 
; 
k 
F 
z 
{ 
: 
f 
i 
i 
- 
i 
: 
H 
gee 


i: 
i 


CONSOLATION. et letters vy daly received by the eaclaaive as of ng far tery . 
/ i K and necessary exchange of renewal to himself, wi 
es eof the brevest soldiers of vena, and « an a traitor. The Hoveewar.—“‘ I'm sorry to hear you've lost your ancle, Mary. joe wale tes oe acta La Jercnlidren, in the United States, for four- 
times. Im the mers physical te | Americans in] = Manr.—* You, it was quite sudden, Met—sin't its real comfort ax I got that black | 1 che that we both thank you warmly for Tao Za came 20 Jap Baie oe ae => 
some time, but they were finally | dress, instead of the green one you wanted me to buy! so promptly undoing what was so unwisely | They are copyrighted. You could not use 
) Bame. : done. py and I are very happy and ~! without the “s consent, 6th. by hs 
engagement,” 


degrees, Lopes wee aneurpassed; but your upon our tagie eageiem, though ast 6 bed band, 

Facal Finape-tatigocow noe'|  SELF-FOILED, = | td eb nso se RE GER 

“a * Letters ox ! what have I done! Shee ouab pour yunsly ealupatbese Chgther single or 

Se eee oe > if she | what have I done!" she exclaimed in utter | \2 clube—yot you charge for single subscribers three 
« Maurice with this en- | astonishment and shame. euppor. 


supposed a single subscriber ou 8 Pes two Gotan, 
with the Chromo, I will try and get a club here. 
have taken your paper four years, and wanot it forty 


; or akon 
eae, & make the best of a disagreable event, | 2°, We moan, of course, 
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Undoubtedly,” “abe 
berless of| “There he ” old “U Ny gpemesed, Nehtty | 
of Houth America and num herds goes again trary ‘a madd 

pleina, who almost live | her handsome nephew as he crossed | was narrator. 
pent, FW. -% weather the porch of Ihe preuy rose embowered “ Theaak Mies Thalyo,” bowed ma- 
ia ex: | cottage ber own reai- | dame 


Kate Thalyo to her sister's just at time ing to | . = ‘ : — += 
that Maurice came he re there any for me?" > 9 | list at $2.00, than to a email one at $8.00, ; ; 
Fn eee eee asd by |cclmn indeok, Moe, Thsiye Bescslt. "|" Tuemn foe ou, cn mang Sor me, end Late batons te Wary tae | A FRIGHTENED “GHOST.” |*isiteite Gisele 
Hpain, bat while was still in bie | daresay she thought Maurice would be a | one for Mis Taalyo.” ; opened his with eager interest. But he ¥ MARK EDWARDS. willing to marry Ce teatean tae chee 
: the scene of | fine catch for her husband's poor sister **We will go inte rr then," re- wet soon intensely mystified. B ‘ , money then you, we edviee you te cheerfully give | 
revolution. inbabitants arose in arma | Ha, not at home, eh! Gone ap to Bunset | turned madame, ‘1 not . «= » —_— -———___——— herup. If you cannot win her on yoar is ase 
= mi Hi, of course,” her thought ent op, a8 | upon your eyesight in this failing 2 ~s.. F ~! a be — “Where is Lacy, Rob?” asked Ida Le- | ™4" you OTs aes 0 carnse win Eas at all, ] 
entered the revolotion the young man turned from the doorand | Once in the house, Kate tally 1 would not b 4 mitted what I did to | “24,08 ber younger brother. costume should 9 lady wear who ts to represent an 
army which was headed by the hastily made bis way to the street again. | yielded te madame's pressing invitation - k — “— comp ad id to| «Don't know,” ded he, briefly. | italian girl In a tableau? 94, What woman talked | 
General Holtver. When the royal forces | ‘‘ And there he goes after her, the love- | and remained. And so foely did she deport ole i my _ we rhe eR ope ** Well, / know,” said; ‘‘ she's out — Se a a Te 3 ig ay - 
had defeated Bolivar at La Puerta, they | sick ninny! I verily belive the minx steals | herself, that before the evening was half 0%) "7 BM Siprmipl © CORDS On MY | near Cemetery Hill with Elia Leo. I omby | op01)1)) con's ports do the following lines occur 
' ed Valencia. The citizens, trusting | of to that hill jast to entice him. Well, | over, madame was querying within her | - rf 1 that t ‘led pd ther f @ litte | wanted to be sure of it.” inichtindea 
od well, Mies Kate, we'll be even yet! It's a | own bosom whether after all the lips and |)". eect ae, that 1 pr 4 sae ™Y| And Ida, with a merry, mischievous to9s | 6. hy the dumb, went upward with the food— 
ed the place for three weeks, and Lope: long lane that has no turning.” cheeks had nat whitened ander the jas- 0 cecal y ous Meo = =A te hd piace of her girlish head, was off. In her right hand the lily, in ber lett 
fought with desperate valor, The ‘' libe And madame's eyes «| abstracted. | mine's perfause. ject which fod len, . ae eos * “I wonder what she's up to?” queried | ‘The Witter * * * * ae tM, 
rator " made goad his retreat, bat did not | ly to the floor as ber offending relative ** Bat it don't matter,” she thought, as | >. eonctede te eelee on " _ it ©Fe- | Rob, as he watched her hasten toward the But fast asleep, and lay as tho’ she amiied,’* a 
return to ald the beal citirens, and the | vanished aroand the street corner. Minute | at a later hour Kate bade her a gay good- on. that the Print be pw tl p02 | house in the soft summer twilight, entering . Po | . 
ace surrendered. ‘he victorious sol. | after minute she sat there, an expression | night, ‘ Maurice is safe. Hhe's sare to give Pieatial and ca a te ~~ ony COB” | by the back way. Ist. The character of peasant is the one aeaally per- 
tera poured inte the oity and indulged in | on her face which was never found on that | bim the cold shoulder let him make till hn eaten Soneait —s Ida, as she left him, chuckled mis- ae = att pal chant Gon ete teen - 
. ral massacre of a good woman. At length she atone | ever so finely. 1 must, however, send her mens chievously to herself, ‘* Won't I give them | cid overskirt and » jaanty hat would answer tor o 
ape, managed to escape death at the | with a satinfied amile, and degpite ber | « litle note to-morrow when be is oat of , ‘The deuce!” muttered Maurice Arnot, | a good soare—Ia and that dandy, Ellis | the occasion, if they were of bright colors aud + 
‘ 4 eflec: | witty odd years quickly ascended the way, enjoin ate secrecy. a my good ant Rochelle thin we? w he's a dreadfal coward. a, . . . Orrect- b 
bande of his enemies, and his filial y b i y ded the way, and j the strictest ** ke iA Rochelle think I | Lee’? I kno he' dreadfal 4d. O . amy ay om ag ey yl 
tion was the means of bringing about that | stairs to a back chamber whose windows | It is barely possible she did not ander- | have taken leave of my senses? The idea | what fan to see him ron—or faint, maybe!” | \ory elaborate one indeed, ‘dd. We cannot inform b 
result. Negro slaves were in general ex | overlooked a fine expanse of country. stand I was about to do so when he inter- that I wonld bruit her business abroad! ida dearly loved a joke—practical jokes, | you. sd. In Elaine, ene of the Idyls of the King. b 
empted from the terrible fate that was | ‘' You, you, well @nough to see what they rupted me.” Trouble must have tarned her brain,” he | even, when they were not at her own ex-| Zit, (Tilbolon, \euryla) writes: | You will u 
| are about up there,” abe muttered, taking « tat the current of madame's thought thought again, as he went on reading. — or ones fone: tot. Whied be the laren bored of Oh , 4 
b i). | small ap from the closet and adjust: | was changed. On to “ ” darted ouse, @p- | inthe world, and where can they be found? a. " 
Tusa, Facclie yyy: Fy a ing wih 0 vielous ork. c Haeph Vent the pwn Porm ando the P Aad sow let mo assure you, my deat,’ | stairs to her chamber, jerked a sheet from | Who was the author of the book entitied, ‘The ' 
, . continued madame, ‘‘ that [ consider you ‘ Young Islanders?’ 3d. Will cutting off a dog’s tail 
r large A at ell, kwe- got here! shaking down the scarlet maple | ed letters, she found cake bedinens of vital the bed, folded it into a small compass, - . 
Degree. ‘ 5 the very soul of honor, and know that I , dou bee and th ided by | cu" him of the mange? 4th, What wil! make the } 
ever, he started to search for Lis father, | leaves to announce himself. Well, she | importance to her monied interests would | bave ouly to express my wish to have it hid it ander apron, en gl Y | hair come back on a bald head ? 5th, What remedy | 
Mtealthily he and his two dark servants | does look pretty, for all, under the purple | necessitate her leaving home for a distant t 7% a round-about way to that favorite trysting | do you recommend for 4 lazy boy?” ist, The » 4% 
' most carefnily observed. The scoret which Shanghai, They are no longer a favorite bird, and 
trave the streets. They were not ar sunset glow and that fame-like shower. | city in the course of the next forty-eight I spot of Greenwood lovers, the road that | ~' : , ’ 
i | confided to you about my nephew is . we cannot tell you where they can be found. Of 
j rested, but they disoovered nothing. Filled | And bow the delight beams through ber | boars. ¢ ’ ran by beautifal Cometery Hill. 
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For she did not teem as dead 











» . known only to a few inti-- any chicken fancier, we suppose, 2d. Rev. Elijah 
with anslety Narciso returned to bis hiding. | surprise! Iiat riches should mate with “1 can't possibly get off to morrow, : ms. Bhe thought it would be capital fan to Kellogg, 84. a wt oft Nae cats just bebind the 
place to find that it had been atteoked | riches, and she's as poor as & oburch | she decided, after a minute 4 an tions re- **Her nephew! The secret!” exclaimed | app ly as ‘® supernatural Oting | eatin “ae poy ee ore do» 
during bie alwence. Hefore him lay eighty. | mouse.” flection. ‘Bo it mount be lef{ till the day Mearice in angry surprise, “To whom oan | to her sister and Ellis Lee, and see the | or. pot though sometimes stimulants, applied wow 
seven murdered men weltering in their And thia reflection «flaced the softer es | after. she be writing’ And he hastily turned | effect she imagined it would prodace apon | wardiy, may do good, Keep the head clean with 
bleed. He bad providentially encaped ® | pression from madame's lips aud set them Meantime, Maurice Arnet stood on the to another page, ‘‘Mins Kate Thalyo!| them both. Against the young man she ay wg yy ey vom. 
like fate. His father had not suffered in ts their former ervel righty. Long and | cottage poroh wishing a goo:l-night to Kate By all had a slight grudge, and sbe determined | ooiicdating you are in giving Fa an a 
the massacre, bnt hie whole fortune had | patiently she watched the two, vexed cow. | Thalyo, who still made « show of sparkling The sentence remained unfinished. Start-| to pay him off. She was sure he was a | who seek it, | have been tem to ask a favor of 
been lost during the convulsiogs. He was | meats and bitter ejacniations intughng | «pirite. ing from hia chair with a force that sent it | coward, and wanted him to prove himself — —— home I went tosee a 
now @ ruined man, and his son was no | omifwnsly together, and when they finally “You are perfectly brilliant to-night, whirling to the floor, he dashed out of the | such. © ween. T cana ia bath. 
\ ¢ beir to the immense Manos, with | left the shadow of the old maple she pot | Miss Thalyo,” be marmured, gazing half. house and across the street to the cottage. | (raining the road by a by-path, the fool- | iss me, to which she objected, saying she did not 
their flocks and herde. away the glass with a few a nods that | tenderly, balf-reverentiy at the face which **Mias Kate's down in the samwmer- | ish girl threw the sheet over her head— think Mt was right fora young man to kiss a young 

‘The conduct of General Holivar in not | betokened ne good to Kate . Al wea, \adeed, caqataitely beautifal anderthe house, sir,’ replied the servant to his im- | baving descried, as she supposed, the forms vidoh ee ~ wilting. We have conten SOEs pro . 
coming to the relief of Valencia excited | little later she was making a tour | soft moonlight. Then, with a sudden, pas- petuous inquiry, adding to herself as Mau- | of the lovers near the summit of the hill— | gitie the case for as. What do you think of sn 
indignation among the ishabitants of | of her beautiful front grounds, In due | sionate impulses, he ght ber hand, ex- rice strode through the hall and on to the | and advanced in the most spectral fashion | handwriting? |’icase answer the above, and you wiil 
city, Lopen was so deeply enraged by | time her patience was rewarded, Thetwo | claiming, ‘' Love me, Kate’ love me! and indicated spot, ‘‘ Bless me! he looks mad | up the elevation. Bat she had been mis- oy A A AT — condone for the anawer,” 
the epparent treachery of Liberator | for whom she wetebed came slowly down | so transform this hard world into a para- epough to eat her’ Whatever has Miss | taken in her supposition that she had seen, | (tne young lady, aad we woe uo teu ae 
that be determined te transfer his services | the street, and as good fortane it, on | dise! I have sometimes dared to hope Kate been «doing, | wonder’ Something, | through the gathering gloom, the figures | not kiss her when taking your leave, if both of you 
to the opposing pide. Accordingly be on- | madame's aide, and the anave old lady | you could and woakl. Will you Kate?— 1 know, fur he baven't been here faranage | of Lacy and Ellis. The tronks of two egy pans tenth cieen, a8 beither has recently been 
tered the army of General Morales as a courteously greeting Miss ntifal Kate!” or more, and afore this he as good as lived | roadside trees would not resolve them- power § ie very wens matter of tant en aoe 
common soldiers. The real princi that | another from the petieat With ® proud gesture, Kate withdrew bere. Thank fortin' I ain't no lover of | selves into the lover-pair she sought. writing ls not good, though it is plain. You space 
underlay the cunflict between royal | vious boar. ~ her hand and stepped back, replying in nobody's ‘They're allers a-b'ilin’ in hot| Ida paused a moment, quite disappoint- your words tov much. x 
and revo) forees coald have bed) =“ I beg you to come in, my dear, ew emphatic tones to bis concluding water. ed at not finding them, and feeling a little ronona, (Griffin, Ga.) asks: “Ist, What, as 
bat litde weight with him, when be could | 


erted, theoving opes the Maurice, quite unconscious of bis looks | lonely and awed in her white habiliments. | farute? dl. What'is the ia ane ee 10 give one's 
fight with equal ardor for either side. Kate's hand, ‘and while 4 
ln the roye!l army hie rise was repid. | the post offtes for me I will 


: hat is the : 
‘You have! Then learn from my own and Betty's criticisms, dashed on and into Bhe glanced over the cemetery fence; | 4. What is the meaning of TE She ay 
lips that you are vastly mistaken! I never Kate's presence there stood the tombstones, cold and a, RAF - poeple hone i? 4th. Are 
Bowe of bis exploits read like thore of a | defiant my summer flowers have been of | will!" adding, with a littlegaylangh which ‘I have a letter bere, Miss Thalyo, | white. For the first time « sense of the | jusia s couutry of Spain? 6th. Is it Se.2 date 
hero of romance. Ile was reckiensly der. | fall winds.” arated yon his ear, ‘‘we must be which needs sume explanation,” be ex- | foolishnoss of her attempted joke struck | youug geutleman to whom you are ? Th. 
; Bo pertl daunted him, adventare waa | = Maurice looked surprised friends though, Mr. Arnot. A flirtationso claimed, throwing himself into a seat op- | her, and her really brave little heart flat- nee nee ae to the ardu- 
tobien the very breath of life. At the | “How ie it that Aliok did not go?” he | delightfully pleasant should pot end in posite the one from which Kate had ner- | tered with re proving fear. ‘ do you think of my handwriting? Be Sth, What 
the | asked. ‘le he sick ?” ruptare. I therefore proffer my for vously started. “‘Itie from my aunt, and| ‘‘It is wicked to be doing this,” she | | write like «man. My age is 14, 9th. What arc the 
Spaniah service, and he deserved his rapid **No,; bat he seemed so tired that I for qiveness for your presumption in hoping though directed to me, was meant for you, | said to herself in a guilty whisper. ‘ I—I — wouders of the world?” le. Any tasteful 
» remark that cannot be made bade his going, knowing that! ooald sand | so wild a thing. ou are aman; and men I found, after possessing myself of a por- | jast thought to have a little fan, but I * tt, your ana Gln much better, 
of all colonels if gallantry ever deserve! you.” are innately vain, and consequently ex. ton of its mystifying contents. Will you | know it is not right. I will go on over | tne time when witches, feirton, etee eentem, to 
reward. |" **My Aunt Rochelle hes suddenly be- | ousable. Shall we be friends, Mr. Arnot!’ be geod enough to enlighten me as to its | the hill toward home.’ ime of earth and air boid annual holiday. 8d. 
On one occasion, at the bead of a small | come very considerate,” thought Maurice And she extended a little, ice-cold hand. meaning? She had not reached the summit, and pd mm ? ibentagiving is evident from the 
bedy of cavalry, thirty-eight in namber, | as he exoused himself to Kate and burried | He barely tonobed it, replying coldly, as he ** Perbaps,” smiled Kate from the seat | consequently could not see the other side ; | public acknowledgement io made man Rational ond 
be ventured to hareas the rear of the re- | away. ‘‘Aliok wae all right two hours | Lifted hie hat—- she had resamed, ‘‘ this may prove a key,” | but she heard « noise that alarmed her. of the year. Some do not observe it because they 
treating troops of Vaea, He had proceed. | It was bat « stone's throw to the office, ** Just as you please, Miss Thalyo. Goo’. handing him a letter addressed to Miss First, a dismal stir of the night wind, pa Ay BF have no sympathy 
ed some distance from the main body of | and madame took prompt advantage of | evening.” Kate Thalyo. ‘I was just on the point of | and then a fierce, frightened breath and a | Joitwiness of — oie Maker tonne ee in- 
the royal army, when the rebel general, Kate's first remark as they turned from | The next minute he was striding across sending Betty over with it. I am quite | rush of heavy footsteps, as if some mon- | of jife. 4th. They still number corecnl nandrea 
a band of three hundred picked | madame's grand hall. At the foot of the @macynainted with its contents, for on | ster were rapidly approaching. She — io the whole country, Sth. It is a pro- 
men, him. With lhgbtning-like ** Yes, my dear,” she answered brightly, | stairs medame's voice arrested him. reading ‘My dear nephew,’ I turned at | looked up im terror. A wild shriek barst | ))i\". of" en pre hs A. 3. S., just 
ewiftness, Lopes calculated bis chances. | ‘it ie a ing place, and lam proud | ‘ Maurice, come here. I wish to see once to the signatnre, which proved to be | from her lips, for coming savagely toward | «hard and laborious,” bat becanse the cennees > ot 
He ordered his soldiers to dismount, form. | of it. Hat I assure you | shall be doybly | you before you retire,” she quevered from Madame loobelle a.’ her was a bage white creature of such ter- | success in that direction are so few, unless the 
ed them into s compact syuare, with their eo when Maurice's lovely bride is installed | the drawing-room door. Maurice took the letter; bat without a | rible shape as earthly being—brute or ha- epee. A well qualified. sth. It 
lances pointed outward. In this position | here as mistress 1 long since promised | He turned quickly, anxiously inquiring glance at it, continued sternly man—surely never wore. It certainly Pom loo a pts 
they kept the enewy at bey anti! assistance | bim this place sbould be my gift to them | as he hastened toward her * Miss Taalyo, what secret has my Aunt| A monstrous and shapeless head, that | of «mise. vth. We lately answered that . 
arrived. on their bridal day. She is a magnificent | ** Are you tll, Aunt Roohelle ’” Rochelle contided to you? It is my right | seemed to toss about limp and lifeless ; a as oI ~- ae. >| 
Coleone! Lop: received the cross of the | creatare, Miss yo, and Maurice says| ‘No, no,” she returned, more naturally, to ask, and my right to be answered, since bellowing body of formidable size; fleroe- | inform me who weute the tan asks: “Can you 
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